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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tux reader is defired, in peruſing the following ode, to keep the 


date of it in his eye; that he may not imagine that that unmo- 


gerated admiration of the French Revolution, which runs through 
it, extends to any of the tranſactions by which the cauſe of liberty 
in France was afterwards diſgraced. He is requeſted to remember, 
that it was written at a moment when the ſubject of its praiſe was 
as yet a fair and unſpotted event: when the friend of humanity 
contemplated in the French Nation, the beautiful ſpectacle of an 
innumerable and unanimous family, exulting in the new poſſeſſion 
of liberty, calmly reſolving to relinquiſh it but with life, and 
adorning the grandeur of heroic reſolution with the amiable ſmiles 
of fraternal amity : and as little ſuſpected that its honour was to 
be ſtained by members of its own, as that its cauſe was to be op- 
poſed by a People, which had long inſulted the ſlavery of 18 


by the loudneſs of its boaſts of freedom, 


To enable the reader the more readily to underſtand chis poem, 


it will be proper to inform him, that the ordinary ſolemnity in 


the CHame DE Mars was preceded, on the day which theſe lines 
particularly celebrate, by the additional ceremony of laying the firſt 
one of a free ſchool, which was at that time intended to be erect- 
ed, on the ground where the BAS TIL LE ſtood; in order that the 
principles of liberty might be inculcated, on the very ſpot where 
they had been moſt outrageouſly violated. - The place was gaily 
decorated for the occaſion, and formed a ftriking contraſt to the 
images of horror, of which it had been ſo lately the ſeat. With 


this previous ceremony the poem commences, and then proceeds 
to the other, and principal one. At each of them the author was 


preſent; and the ſentiments, which he expreſſes in this perform- 
ance, are preciſely thoſe which the ſcene immediately excited, In 
writing it, he had only to recolle& the emotions of the day. The 
ſpeQacle was his Muſe, and the calling it up to the eye of his. 
imagination has been the only invocation he has Exerciſed, 
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7 1 2 
Tre Author hopes that thoſe, who are in 
poſſeſſion of the Poem here entitled CIvILIsED 
Wax, and whoſe approbation of it ſhall in- 
duce them to purchaſe this Volume, will not 
be ſorry to find it included in the collection; 
as he has endeavoured to correct thoſe faults, 
which an impartial attention to the ſtrictures 
of his readers, ſo far as they have renched his 
knowledge, has led him to perceive in it. Its | 
former title having occaſionied a miſtaken; idea 
of its nature, prior to the peruſal of it, is the 
dence of the Mouthly's Review's preference of 
that whicl it now bears with his own original 
ſelection of it (although he was perſuaded to 
facrifice his judgment upon this point to that of 
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iv PREFACE. 


a literary friend who recommended the former 
title to him), has determined him to recur ta 
his firſt choice, 


With regard to the bagatelle at the cloſe of 
this volume, he takes this opportunity of rec- 
tifying a miſtake reſpecting his meaning in 
the beginning of it, into which he has found 
one of his readers falling, and into which it is 
therefore poſſible that others may fall, although 
he ſhould previouſly have entertained no ſuſpi- 


cion of the poſſibility of ſuch a miſconception. In 


the paſſage alluded to, he has been erroneouſly 
conceived to make coRRECTNESS in poetical 


compoſition the object of his ſatire. He flatters 
himſelf, however, that an attentive reader (if 


ſuch a trifle may be ſuppoſed entitled to an at- 
tentive peruſal) will readily perceive, that it 
is not correctneſs which is there ridiculed, but 
productions of which correctneſs is the only or 
the chief excellence; not correctneſs in the ab- 
ſtract, but correct dulneſs. While he deſpiſes 
the notion, that negligence is among the fea- 
tures of Genius, he feels an equal contempt for 


PREFACE, v 
that chilling ſyſtem of criticiſm, moſt injurious 
to the rights of Genius, which beſtows upon the 
page, where ſcarcely a fault can be detected, 
but where ſcarcely a beauty can be found, a 
degree of approbation which it denies to the ge- 
nine ſpirit of poetry, when accompanied with 
marks of careleſſneſs. He has likewiſe been 
falſely ſappoſed by the ſame individual, in the 
ſecond: branch of the ſame poem, to ridicule 
PLAINTIVE poetry. Of that penſive ſtrain 
which flows from a. melancholy mood, and is 
founded in ſocial and generous ſenſibility, he 
feels the charm as much as any of its admirers; 
and has indulged himſelf in it, as this volume 
will diſcover, in no inconſiderable degree. 
What he aims to expoſe, is that egoti/m of 
complaint, of which /e is the inceſſant ſubject: 
and chiefly, that wail of private woe, which, 
as, in more inſtances than one, he has ſtrong 
reaſon to ſuſpect has been the caſe, is the mere 
affeftation of a ſorrow that is not felt; which, 
inſtead of being the vent and relief of fuffering, 
nature, is the trick of art to produce pathetic 
effect; which either flows from a writer whoſe 
| A2 
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real feelings are ſprightly, or, if it take its 
gloomy hue from any, derives it from a far 
fainter, ſhade of actual ſadneſs than the deep 
one which it aſſumes. This ſpecies of plaintive 
poetry, at once ſelfiſh, and, in a greater or 
ſmaller degree, inſincere, which he has met 
with, or imagines he has, in productions that, 
in other reſpects, have yielded him delight, is, 
he thinks, a proper ſubject far ſatire: not ſo 
much with a view to diſparage the works of 
thoſe who have already written in this ſpirit, 
as to prevent their poetical merit from ſeducing 
others to follow their example, and thus intro- 
duce a mournful monotony among the modern 
productions of the muſe, inſtead of that vas 
riety of ſtrain, which variety of talent and 
which the lovers of poetry derive diverſity of 
entertainment. In writing that little piece, 
he can ſincerely ſay, he was not actuated by 

the ſmalleſt tincture of illwill towards any ane 
of the writers whom he had in his eye, for the 
poetical talents of ſome of whom he entertains = ; 
the moſt lively reſpect. If his ſatire be found 
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deficient in wit, he hopes it will not be thought 
to want good humour. That was the feeling 
of his mind in penning every line of it; a re- 
gard to the intereſts of poetry and taſte. was 
his ſole inducement to undertake it; it is the 
firſt compoſition of the kind he has ever writ- 
ten, and, as his natural diſpoſitions lead him a | 
_ a totally different way, will probably be the 
ab; | 


The other pieces, which compoſe this Vo- 
lume, contain no ſentiments that will do harm 
to the reader's heart; while the majority of 
them are calculated to awaken emotions that 
will make it better. They almoſt all relate to 
human nature and human life; and are ad- 
dreſſed to moral ſenſibility, either of the ſofter, 5 
or the manlier kind. And, however humble 
a place in the ſcale of poetical excellence his 
readers ſhall ultimately allot him, it will ever 
be a ſource of proud ſatisfaction to him to re- 
member, that the firſt poetical effort he ſub- 
mitted to the public eye, was neither a ſimple 
attempt to amuſe the fancy, nor to ſoothe the 
5 : 
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heart, but an indignant endeavour to tear away * 
the ſplendid diſguiſe, which it has been the bu. = 
ſineſs of poets, in all nations and ages, to throw 
over the moſt odious and deformed of all the 
| practices by which the annals of what is called 
_ civiliſed ſociety have been diſgraced, 


The Muſe's office was by Heav'n deſign'd, 
To pleaſe, inſtruct, improve, roh mankind. 
| : | CuURCHILLs 
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EL E GY I. 


IRE FATE OF SENSIBILITY. 


atis contraria fata rependens. Vino: 


O THov, of Nature's mental works the pride 
Made of a finer duſt, with nicer art ! 955 

In whoſe etherial, thrilling frame reſide 

The lively fancy, and the feeling heart 


Doubtful, or to lament, or hail thy doom, 

The Muſe, prophetic, marks thy boſom's glow : 
She ſees the Fates ſurround the myſtic loom ; | 
They weave thee tranſports keen, and pungent woe. 


Anxious, ſhe hovers o'er the web the while, 
| Reads, as it grows, thy figur'd ſtory there: 
Now, ſhe explains the texture with a ſmile, 
And, now, the woof interprets with a tear. 
B 2 5 
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Thine is the eye, in earth, and air, and ſea, 

All, or ſublime or fair, that finds and feels 
All Nature's glories, all her charms, to thee 

( Conceal'd from others) partial Heav'n von 


For thee, the dawn's fine roſe-ſuffaſion em: ; 
For thee, the purple cloud of evening ſhines; 
Fluſhing, for thee, the vernal bloſſom blows ; 
Vellowing, for thee, the ſickly year declines, 


'Tis thine to draw refin'd and rich delight 

Or from the ſhaggy wild, or cultur'd plain ; 
Heav'n's ſmiling beams, or ſhoots of angry light; 
Th' expanſive peace, or tumult of the main. 


Thine are the ſprightly ſcenes of laughing day; 
Thine, awful midnight's ſolemn ſtarry hour; 
Thine, the freſh dome on gloſſy pillars gay; 
And thine, the ivy- veſted, mouldering tower. 


To pleaſe thine ear, ſoft notes the linnet pours; 

And, with grand peal, the deep-ton'd thunder rolls; 

The ſtreamlet murmurs, and the torrent roars; 
The zephyr whiſpers, and the tempeſt howls. 


HE FATE OF SENSIBILILY. 


From each or lofty or mellifluous ſound, 

Each fair or awful form that ſtrikes the ſight, 
In Art's wide ſphere, or Nature's ample round, 
Tis thine to draw refin'd and rich delight. | 


Thine is the eye, that with ſweet fury rolls 

O'er the bright page where heroes ſhine again 
Where the great energies of generous fouls _ 
Repeat their glorious ſcorn of Death and Pain! 


By Vice's fide when Virtue's form is ſhown; 
When bold ſhe ſtruggles with a heat divine; 
Or on her victor looks ſuperior down; 

Thine is the page] the glowing leaf is thine! | 


Nor thy bold joys can Nature's ſelf confine : 
At Fancy's FIAT, lo! new worlds appear 
Fine airy ſounds, light airy forms are thine ; 

Sacred from vulgar eye and vulgar ear. 


Each ſhade of bliſs thou own'ſt ;—to thee belongs 

| The ſweet depreſſion of the penſive hour; : 

Soft ſighs that pleaſe more than or feſtive ſongs, 

Triumph's loud ſhout, or riot's wild uproar. 
B 3 
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Bleſt is thy commerce with a kindred mind | 
All ſocial charms t' enrich the hour winite ! 
Friendſhip's pure efluence, feaſt of taſte refin'd, 


The force of reaſon, and the play of wit! 


Should't thou, thy fund of ſofter ſoul to prove, 
Find Beauty's ſeal impreſt on Virtue's ſhrine ; 

And ſhould the brilliant eye that lights thy love, 
On thy young hopes let fall a ray benign; 


Then ſhalt thou throw around the earth thine eye, 
Nor aught that wakes thy fainteſt envy ſee; 
But, pitying all beneath this ample ſky, 

Deem the wide world of bliſs compreſt in thee ! 


Fair, in thy field of life, theſe Joys appear _ 
Ah ! that unmix'd the lovely harveſt grew 

But Nature, when ſhe ſow'd rich tranſports there, 
Forth from her hand the ſeeds of anguiſh threw. 


Lo] in her cave grim Want awaits her prey! 

Her frolic prey, that now no evil heeds: 

Sportful in gay Profuſion's flowery way, 

And thoughtleſs whither each raſh footſtep leads. 
7 oh 
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The Muſes ſons no knee to Mammon bend; 
No ſmiles from Mammon bleſs the Muſes? train: 
Tis ſeldom Fortunes rays with Fancy's blend 
Ill ſuit the arts of ſong with arts of gain! 


Each pulſe for coſtly tranſport beating high; 
Nor knowing on Diſtreſs to eloſe thy door; 
Won by each ſiren note, and plaintive'figh ; 
Howe'er it ſwell'd, full ſoon ſhall melt thy ſtore! 


Then, ſhould not forward eager Friendſhip ſeek 
Thy coy deſpair, reſolv'd thine head to raiſe, 105 
Faſt fades thine eye, and ſwiftly waſtes thy cheek, 
And Woe's laſt friend her beckon ſoon obeys ! 


Silent thou lay'ſt thee down, tefign'd to die; 
Aid, but of Death, too ſtately to implore : 

No hand of thine, proud ſufferer, el er ſhall try 
Want's faint and fearful knock at Grandeur'sdoor. 


If ills like theſe, from thy warm, heedleſs youth, 
With watchful ſhield, thy guardian Genius ward, 
Thy ſocial tenderneſs, thy ſocial truth, 
Ah l who from ſocial agonies ſhall guard? 

B 4 8 
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All pale, I view thee, hanging o'er the bed, 
Where he thou long had'ſt valued, breathleſs lies! 
To wake the duſt thou wilt not know is dead, 
Thy frantic grief, with wildeſt effort, tries 


The venom'd tooth that honied lips conceal, 
Which wounds each breaſt that takes the ſerpent in, 
Whoſe cruel bite een torpid boſoms feel, . 
Oh ! the keen torment it ſhall dart thro! thine 


But chiefly ſhall thy throbbing boſom prove, 
How Torture's vultures hearts like thine can tear, 
If ſhe, whoſe powerful charms; have won thy love, 
Prove unpropitious to thy gentle prayer! 


Or ſhould the faithleſs ſunſhine of her eye 
Lure tender hope its timid bud to ſhow, 
Soon to ſhrink back-from cold inconſtancy, 
By chill, inclement frowns forbid to blow; 


Or, toe of love, ſhould ſome malignant ſtar, 
Thy miſtreſs, kind in vain and vainly true, 
From thine extended arms for ever bar, 
And with relentleſs hate your loves purſue ; 
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Then, nor ſhall various ſcene, nor lonely fighs, 
Nor Friendſhip's tongue, nor Wit's nor Wiſdom's | 
page, | | : 
Nor all the charm the heavenly Muſe ſupplies, 
Thy breaſt's tempeſtuous ſorrows ſoon aſſuage! 


For thee, quick kindling at each fairer beam, 
To whom the glowing, burning foul is giv'n, 
For thee, all trembling in each dire extreme, 


Love has no mean—'tis madneſs, or tis heav'n | 


But, oh | whate'er the lowering cloud of woe 
That veils life's beauteous ſunſhine from thy fight, 
Though ſtern Adverſity around thee throw 

The deepeſt ſhadows of her tragic night; 


In Horror's blackeſt hour, the hand reftrain, 

Wild ſervice that would yield to mad Deſpair, 
The pointed ſteel. with impious purple ſtain, 

Or for death-thirſty lips the draught prepare. 
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ELEGY II. 


* 


THE CALAMITIES OF LOVE. 


Written ſoon after the tragical cataſtrophes of the Rev. 
Mr. Hackman and Major Andre, | 


—Tanquam hzc fit noſtri medicina furoris: 
Aut Deus ille malis hominum miteſcere diſcats 'Vike« 


Beavury, ſweet deſpot ! at whoſe roſy throne, 
With fond obeiſance, bows the willing earth; 
Whoſe yoke the brave, Whew ſway yy * 


own; | 


So Say, did the gods, in anger, give thee birth ? 
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But to deſtroy, bright nn thou ſent ? | 
The lovely plague, alluring ſcourge of Heav'n! 
| Was that ſoft eye, to ſcatter torments, meant ? 
Were thoſe ſweet ſmiles, to kindle anguiſh, giv'n? 
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THE CAUANMITIES OF LOVE. Tr 


Say, with ſevere intent, hath Nature fram'd 

Ol all her works the faireſt as the laſt? 

Hath ſhe the lily's white, in vengeance, ſham'd? 
In wrath, the morning's purple hues ſurpaſt? 


How oft, red glaring with conſuming fire, 

Has Difcord's torch been lighted at thine eye | 

For thee hath fiercely burn'd fraternal ire; | 
And Friendſhip chang'd to ſharpeſt enmity? 


Oferſheltering long the bliſsful private ſcene, 
See, diſappears the Olive's lovely ſhade ! 
Farewel fair ſmiles ! adieu the ſweet ſerene! 

Io! Fury's lightening eye, ali thirſty blade! 


From tubes oppos'd exploſions dire reſound ! 

The curling ſmoke pollutes the rural air! 

Ah! ſee the ſinking youth ! the flowing wound! 
Why wett thou form'd, conteſted maid, fo fair? 


To green retreats, not gentle ſighs alone, 
And ſoſt deſpondence, Love's fad flave has borne: 
Thither, with murderous hate the wretch has flown! 
There the dark frown of vengeful anger worn! 


12 xxo 11. 

There, not alone on the tree's letter'd rind, 
The pointed ſteel has Beauty's pow'r confeſt ; 
Her fatal empire o'er the captive mind, 
Other than ſylvan wounds have oft expreſt. 


Of mournful ghoſts, lo! yonder ſullen groupe 
Succeſsleſs love conſum'd their youthful bloom: 
The ſighing parent mark'd them ceaſeleſs droop ; 
And wept in anguiſh o'er their early tomb. 


Oft has Eclipſe his raven ſhadow thrown, 
Where orient Health diſplay'd her freſheſt ray; 
With brighteſt beam where dawning Genius one; : 
And morning Virtue ſhed her cleareſt day. 


- 


View the ſad victim ! where are now the fires, 
Kindled at Heav'n, that once illum'd his look? 
That drooping breaſt: no more the Muſe inſpires; | 
At once of Joy, and Peace, and Hope, forſook. 


Ah! why did Fate permit his heedleſs eye 
The graces of an heavenly form to trace? 


Or why, the lovely wonder ſeen, deny _ 
That heavenly form to his devout embrace? 
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What lenient herb his throbbing wound can eaſe? 
His faded health what healing ſpring reſtore ? 
No more can Fancy's faireſt viſions pleaſe, 

Nor Friendſhip's kindeſt accent ſooth him more. 


Yet with what rapture once that boſom glow'd! ; 
In his bleſt path what flowers did F ancy ſtrew ! 
Ere yet at ſcornful Beauty's ſhrine he bow'd; . 
Ere yet the pang of lighted love he knew. 


No tears he ſhed, ſave pity's ſoothing tear : 

No ſighs he breath'd, fave pity's pleaſing ſigh : 
Joy's ſweeteſt roſes bloom'd all round his year, 
And life's moſt golden ſunſhine dreſs d his {ky. 


"Tis paſt, —Gay tranſport fires his breaſt no more ! 
Farewel the peace which once his boſom knew | 
The charm of life, the ſmile of youth, is o'er; 
And each rich picture Hope's wild pencil drew. 


Not him, whoſe mild dejection's fleeting mood, 
Penſive, attends the tuneful bird of eve; : 
Whoſe light-felt woe, in lenient ſolitude, 
Voluptuous ſighs conſole, and tears relieve; 
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Not bim who, fond o'er night's ſtill ſcenes to rove, 


With cheriſh'd ſadneſs ſmiles upon the moon; 


Or vents, in ſoothing plaints, a languid love, 
Where ſylvan glooms exclude the flaring noon ; 


Not him I mourn: it is not he has bled: 
E mourn whoſe deeper love endures deſpair ; | 


Who, fick of life, and to all comfort dead, 


Heaves no ſweet ſigh, nor ſheds one pleaſing tear. 


At dead of night, the lightening's pale blaze ſhows 


His paler face; along the blaſted heath, 


Wild as the ſtorm, the man of trouble goes, 
Eyes the black cloud, and courts the bolt of death ! 


In vain, for him; morn lifts her ſmiling light; | 


In vain, for him, aſcends the radiant day: 


No dawn within him knows the unvaried night; 
Impervious e'en to comfort's twilight ray. 


No friend's familiar face he ſeems to know; 
Nor will his ſullen tongue to aught reply: 
In liſtleſs abſence loſt, abſorb'd in woe, 
Nor heeds he what is ſaid, nor who is by. 
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But ah! what means his ſudden-alter d loak? 

The frightful ſmile that grimly lights his face? 
What were the ſounds his lips quick motion ſpoke? 
And whither darts he, in that hurried pace? 


Fly after him, ye angels of the good 

Purſue his. ſteps, and ſhield his ſoul from ill! 
He ſeeks the centre of the wide-ſpread wood, 
Whoſe pendive ſhades hang on yon tumid hill :— 


See | lightens, mid the glooms, the {| e ſpark-touch'd 
grain! 

The frighted echoes a dread burſt repeat 

Soon, in that fad receſs, ſome trembling ſwain 

Finds vanquiſh'd Reaſon'spierc'd and ſhatter'dſeat! 


To penſive Memory's ruminating eye, 

The recent ſcenes of tragic love ariſe ! 

Scarce yet the public tears, they drew, are dry; 
From Pity's lip ſcarce parted yet the ſighs! 


At yon full theatre the chariot waits; 

Its miſtreſs comes * ;—the torches light her way; 

Gay ſmiles the nymph ; j—a$ e lower the 
Fates; : 

But one ſhort moment ſhall that face be gay: 


* Miſs Reay. 


16 e eee ti. 


Hark ! with dire ſound the long Piazza rings 1 
Down finksthe maid | amazement chills the throng! 
Ah! what is man, when jealous fury ſtings? _ 

Thy murderer, fair one, was thy lover long! 


And when ſhall gentle hearts the tale forget 
Of him + whoſe bark the vaſt Atlantic plough'd; 5 
Studious to loſe, in battle's furious heat, 2 

Love's milder flames, and find an early ſhroud. 


For ths the maid whom more than life he loves, 
By one more bleſt, to Hymen's bower is led: . 
Farewel, for ever then, my native groves! 


I go to periſh where the valiant bled, _ 


Too ſoon he falls: but not as fall the brave : 
Oblivious darkneſs blot tht inglorious day ET 
Sad Pity fits and weeps upon his grave; q 2 
While bluſhing Honour turns his eye away. | 


+ Major Andre. 


|} 
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d Evaſiſſe putes, quos diri conſcia facti 6 
| Mens habet attonitos, et ſurdo verbere. — | 
p- Occultum quatiente animo tortore flagellum : TY Toy. | 


Sk esT thou yon ſpacious park whoſe ſwelling ww. 
In groupes irregularly pleaſing, riſe; 


Ober land that heaves and falls with happieſt ye 


And long allures the pauſing traveller's eyes?” 


Seeſt thou yon maim'd old man, whoſepatienttread 
Speaks the worn pilgrim; brown with yy a fun; ; 
In rags of dull obliterated red, 
That haply witnefs'd long paſt b battles won! 


Hear'ft gala halts the reverend cripple n now ; ; 

As his dim eyes the ſtately ſeat deſery; LO 

(Shaking the thin white hairs that ſtreak hisbrow ;) 

Hear'ſt thou the hoary veteran breathe a ſigh? | 
8 | 
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Thou thinkꝰſt he envies: true, he owns no home; 
True, tho' his youth was brave, his age wants bread: 
Than heav'n's high arch he boaſts no other dome; 
Than earth's green lap he knows no other bed. 


Thou think'ſ he envies: No ;—from pity roſe 
Thatdeep-drawn ſigh; the breath of generous pain 
L Full well the houſeleſs, friendleſs wanderer knows, 
ö An heavier heart than his yon walls contain. 


'Tis exuxl guilt thoſe ſtately walls reward 

'Tis conscIovs guilt that pines amid its prize 

Wages of deeds that pardon's door have barr'd, 
Bloom in thoſe woods, in thoſe high turrets riſe | 


The patient ſky's calm ſufferance ceaſe to blame, 
That lets him thus in ſmiling Eden dwell : 

No angel need, with fword of awful flame, 

The tenant of thoſe proſperous ſhades expel. - 


He is cjected from bis blifeful bon: 
No bliſs for him the ſweet alcoves contain: 
In vain, for him, Spring paints her faireſt flow'rs ; 
And the broad umbrage ſpreads, for him, in vain. 
" | 


THE MISERIES or A GUILTY MIND. 19 
Invoke no vengeful fire from heay'n, to ſmite 
The ſylvan honours of his beauteous lands: 
Sear'd by thy light'ning, Conſcience, in his fight; 
All the dry ſcene one blaſted ruin ſtands! = 


To thee, tis ſweet to mark this wavy ground. 
Here ſwell in hills, and there in vales decline; 
But ah! to him tis deſert all around 
It is not his, the fair domain is thine / 


To the retiring patriot's vacant hour 
| What ſoft repoſe theſe quiet ſhades would lend 
How ſweetly his unbending mind embower, 
And ſooth to private eaſe the public friend  , 


Hither the laurel'd writer might retreat, 

Whoſe honeſt pen obtains him juſt applauſe ; 
And, pleas' d, reflect, in this elyſian ſeat, 

On errags quell'd, and Truth's advancing cauſe l 


Wand'ring with leiſure ſtep theſe glades along, 

Here too in peace might private Worth retire ; 

To taſte the page of knowledge or of ſong, 

Wipe neighbouring tears, and bliſs around inſpire | 
: C 2 
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Here, in life's ſober ev'ning, how ſerene 

Might vittuous Age the blameleſs day review! 
And calmly hope, while autumn fades the greert, 
That feding man ſhall his loſt bloom renew. 


Or, in life's rapturous morn,” from grove to grove, 
With careleſs Rep, young Innocence might firay ; 
And ſweep, with idle hand, the lyre of love; 

Or in romantic viſions waſte the day. 

But in what region ſmiles that witching ſpot, 
Can ſtill a conſcience-goaded wretch's groans? 
The dreadful paſt ſhall never be forgot, - 

=: E'en here, by him who this elyſium owns !: » : 


Intruding tertors, in this ſweet retreat, 

Thro'- all the ſcreening ſhades their abs force: 
Theſe trees ſhall ſhelter him from ſummer's heat, 
Shut out his ſans, but ne'er exclude remorſe. 


By theſe pure gales, theſe balmy zephyrs fed, 
Her bloom on others Health would here e 
His cheek, alas! remains a ſterile bed; 

Where her fair oſes fill refuſe to blow. 
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Theſe bowery ſolitudes, to others dear, 

Where Peace may Tay from noiſe, and hide from 
NON. . „ 

To him are loſt, i. Mags math fe" 8 8 

Dares not to Wink, and dreads to be ane | 


* 


2 —— + 


Tis acids to him, that thro? embracing nets: 
The piercing ſun ſcarce finds a ſcanty way, 

O'er the dark path a fritter'd ſplendour throws, _ 

Sprinkling the iran night with drops of day. 
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Theſe woods contain no Dryads for bi dreams; 
No dancing Graces preſs his velvet green: 


Nor Naiads lave them 1 in his ſilver rears ; ; | 
Far other wy people haunt the ſcene! 
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iſ other . than claſſic res, dec, 
Far other than poetic viſions riſe | 


n We 


Pale injur'd forms, the trembling e ſees, 
Glide thro? his ſhades, and fix reproachful eyes! 
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Oft has attentive Pity.mark'd his walks; | 
And watch d each ſign that ſpeaks the troubledbreaſt;- 
He ſtarts at nothing ! and to nothing talks 
Nor e'er are ſeen his buſy lips to reſt! 

c 5 


3 ELEGY III. 

His roving foot oft ſudden will he tay 

And long time ftand, as to the earth he grew; - 

Sudden he wakes, and hurries on his way, 
Andhisquick ſteps announce what thou ghts purſue? 


A ſlave behind him, conſtant as his ſhade, 
From ſolitude his mute protector, enn: 
III fares the coward of himſelf afraid 

No guard can e'er repulſe the foes he dreads. 


The ſocial band has ſeen him abſent fit ; 
Heard the ſtol'n ſigh the boſom's load betray ; 
Of ſickly gladneſs mark'd the languid fit; 
And mark'd the mournful ſtruggle to be gay. 


Leſs biting cares th* oblivious bowl has drown'd; 
His keener ſorrows find no Lethe there : 
They wake, when wine, and mirth, and ſong go. 


round, : 
Break the gay circle, nor the raptures ſhare. 


Faſt gnaws the inward worm its withering prey ; 
he fading face reveals the mortal pain; 
The wide-ſpread pomp is paſſing ſwift away ; 
Thy penſive eye ſhall ſeek him ſoon in vain. 
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DISAPPOINTED LOVE. 
Auro conciliatur amor. Ovip, 


Wurkk yonder ivy claſps Religions dome, 

And in its veſt of ſolemn green attires ; | 
Where the high graſs looks down on man's laſt 

: home, N 
And each baſe weed above him proud aſpires; 


A youth is laid, who long ne'er knew to cloſe 
Thoſe eyes, that now are clos'd for ever there: 
No more in Virtue's cauſe his boſom glows; © 
No more on Miſery drops his honeſt tear. 


Mild as the breath that fans the vernal ky, 

His ſoul, Benevolence, was all thine own ! 

Open as day, in his ingenuous eye, 

Th' unclouded rays of guileleſs candour ſhone | 
C 4 
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Twas not in anxious friendſhip's ſoothing aid, 
'T was not in potent med'cine's lenient art, 
Of fixt deſpair to raiſe the drooping head, 

Jo heal the bruiſes of a wounded heart. 


He heard not him whoſe words eflay'd to fave, 

Or gloomy ſmil'd at Comfort's idle breath; 
Loathing his food, and longing for his grave, 

He nurs'd the dreadful appetite of death. : 


Shy and unſocial was he wont to roam, 

With careleſs hand attir'd, in crazy mood; 
All heedleſs, or of hours, or friends, or home, 
The poliſh'd ſavage of the ſhaggy wood. 


Unwarn'd by dewy nights deſcending ſhade, : 

(Ah ! *tis not ſickneſs hardy Sorrow fears!) | 
Unwearied with his way, the rambler ſtray d, oy, 

And liv'd on Mis'ry's bitter meat, his tears! 


His ardent heart for one too lovely burn'd; 
By one too fair that ardent heart was broke: 
He felt the tranſport of a love return d; 


He felt the torment of a heart ſorſouxk. 
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He 1 her in her childhood s artleſs 1 

Him of the tiny throng ſhe lov'd the beſt; 

Her infant favours bleſs'd the hour of play, 
The fairy miſtreſs of his baby breaſt. _ 
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Then, to her little fav'rite was ſne true: 
Succeſsleſs, then, each cherub rival ſtrove; 

With growing years the mutual fondneſs grew, 
Till ripen'd Beauty's bluſn proclaim'd it love. 


Yet with that bluſh; to Beauty's ſelf that lent 

A dearer charm and more bewitching grace, 
The artleſs ſmile of undiſguis'd-conſent 
Beam'd ſweetly forth, and ſhar'd an angel face! 


Oh, tranſports pure ! that wings ye had not worn ! 
Fleeting, as pure + for, ah, too ſwift ye fler) 
Full foon the lover (with what anguiſh torn ! 5 
dae che fair object of his truſt untrue. ' 
A ſuitor came; Evans high plumes he bore ; 
All gay in Fortune's ſumptuous car he came; 
Of all-ſeducing wealth a boundleſs ſtore 

Lent a reſiſtleſs ſplendour to his claim. 
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26 - ELEGY tv. | 
On the bright claim each dazzled. parent ſmil'd, 
Of rapturous love the wild romance deride, 
Seduce with ſpecious words their yielding child, 
And fling the garb of prudence o'er their pride. 


With filial rev'rence Vanity conſpir'd ; 
Viſions of Grandeur to her fancy riſe ! 

The glittering phantom ſoon her boſom fir'd, 

And Truth's chaſte colours fade before her eyes. 


Now, to her mind a mournful form appears ! . 

Reproach and mute deſpair poſſeſs his face | 
- Now, pomp'sbright ſhapes, returning, dry hertears, 

And from the ſcene the injur'd phantom chaſe. 


Thenceforth to him, fad exile from her eyes, 
Heav'n's lightſome vault ſeem'd Horror's dreary 
a. 
Of her's bereft, no ſmile of earth or ſkies 
Could lure his n 9 15 peaceful =! 


Soon of that ney tower each leaping bell 
Proclaim'd another's triumph to his ear; 

Of each fond hope extin& he heard the knell ! 

The feſtive ſounds inſulted his deſpair ! 


| DISAPPOINTED LOVE, 27 
But heal'd are all his wounds: his woes are paſt: - . 
Still lies his quiet heart to move no more: 
The agitated thing has ſtopp'd at laſt. 

And giv'n its wild tumultuous beatings o'er. 
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Yonder he lies; — the graſs has cloth'd his grave: 
Ah! *tis the grave alone conſoles Deſpair | 
There, fair deſerter, has thy tranquil flave 
Forgot thy face, nor knows that thou art fair, 


7 * 4 
oy Se 
ps — 


[4 * 
1335 
* 
4 
M4 1 
19 
7 
, 4 V j 
* > 
12% Ss 
PI: | 4 
I 


| Sad penitent! too late thy tears deplore 

A loſs, life's brilliant ſcenes can ne'er ſupply : 
Full ſoon the baſeleſs joys of pride are o'er 

The Muſe has heard thee, mid thy ſplendours, figh ! 


| Not ſtately roofs, nor India's rich array; 
Nor public admiration's flatt'ring eye; 
Nor blaze of tapers, nor the concourſe gay ; 
Nor all the breath of warbling Italy; 


Have power to heal the lacerated breaſt, 
By keen regret of love's loſt pleaſures torn ! 
Have power to charm that living pang to reſt 


Which mourns a faithful lover left forlorn! 
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Of crowns and garlands could the ſhowy pride : 
Conſole the pagan victim's ebbing life? | 
Could ſweeteſt odours ſooth it as it died? - 
Or incenſe ſoften the keen-pointed knife ? 


Inhuman fathers | who to Hymen's fane 

The lovely victims of your av'rice lead; 

Deck'd by your mocking hands with pings vain, 
To writhe in ribbands, and in pomp to bleed. 
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£3 Fe I 28. FR 4 7 ba S: 32 a KF 
Sufficit, et longum probitas perdurat in zvutn; | 
Perque ſuos annos hinc bene pendet amor. Ovid. 


TRE laughing Delia, free from every cares 


Leads the light dance, and ſcorns Horatio's pain: | 


On airy Florio ſmiles the partial fair, ge 
The ſofteſt trifler of her idle train. 


No tender pains the eaſy F lorio knows; b 
Ne'er generous tear in Florio' s eye was ſeen : : | _ 
Yet from his tongue the poliſh'd accent flows ; 1— 
And all the graces meet to form his mien. 
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Miſtaken maid! ah, ſay, will eaſy ay, - 
And courtly phraſe, thine orb of bliſs complete? ? 
Suffice to ſoothe thee i in thine hour of care? . jet 
And make retirement's ſober moments ſweet ? l 


4 


Ah! ſoon the ſtolen tear, the lonely ſigh, 
Deluded fair, full oft ſhalt thou renew; 

When the gay youth that glitters in thine eye, 

Too late thou find'ſt untender and untrue. 


It is not he, that moſt harmonious moves ; 
The graceful maſter of the mazy dance; 
Whoſe manag'd eye, as o'er the fair it roves, 


With art unerring, aims the meaning glance z 


It is not he, can life's whole bliſs impart : 
Beneath thy preſſure that weak ſtay ſhall bend : 
| Oh, fondly ſeek, to prop thy leaning heart, 
$1 The manly lover who includes the friend 

On him, with ſafe dependence, reſt thy mind: 

That pillar ne er the tender weight ſhall fail : - 
| Thy tendril heart, round worth's firm column 
twin'd, ; | | | 


Shall claſp ſupport when rudeſt winds aſſail. 


Seek not the idle hand, expert to place 

The flow'ry garland on thy feſtive brow ; 

Be that thy ſearch, which from thy tearful face, 
With gentleſt touch, ſhall wipe the flowing woe. 
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Not him, reclin'd in careleſs bow'rs, that knows 
Into the pipe its ſofteſt ſoul t' infuſe ;— 
Who beſt can whiſper to thy throbbing woes 
Comfort's ſweet words, let wiſe affection chooſe. 
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Oh, hear not him that kneels with happieſt grace, 
And claſps his hands with moſt theatric air, 
With ſmootheſt praiſe extols that beauteous face, 
In ſofteſt accent tells thee, Thou art fair ; - 


Hear who his tale with glowing plainneſs frames, 
With ſpeechleſs breaks and unembelliſh'd phraſe; 
Or whoſe ſoft fighs betray his hidden flames, 

And eyes in ſilence eloquently gaze. 


The liquid ſplendour from thine eye that flows, 
Thy poliſh'd brow, aſ not who now admires ; 
That blooming form, while yet withyouth it glows, 


—— 


_ Enquire not whoſe fond ardour now deſires; 
Aſk who, when Time has quench'd that dazzling 
eye, . | 
And marr'd the ſmoothneſs of that glaſſy brow, 
And on that cheek bade all the roſes die; 
Who then will love thee as he loves thee now. 
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Yet wide from him thine erring wiſhes ſtray: 
Vet not for him the Fates thoſe beauties mean: 
Far from thine ear he bears his ſighs away 
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ELE OV VI 


WRITTEN ON REVISITING THE SCENES OF 


EARLY LIFE. 


| Heu ! ſerd revocatur juyenta. 
TT | TiBULL. 
Hair, lovelieſt ſcene theſe eyes havec'erſurvey'd! 
Where my gay childhood innocently grew ; 
Where oft my feet with truant paſtime play'd, 


And my warm youth life's freſheſt pleaſures knew ! 


Roll back, ye haſty ſuns, and bring again 
Thoſe days of gold, then ſtand for ever ſtill ! 


Ere thro' my frame had pierc'd the ſhaft of pain; 


Ere my warm ſpirits care had learn'd to chill. 


Delightful Hope! gay, laughing propheteſs! 

The flattering painter of Futurity ! 

That told'ſt me I ſhould feel unmingled bliG; 

Come, tell me o'er again the charming lie! 
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34 7 ELEGY vi. 


Repeat that tale I heard of days to come; 

All rich with bright impoſſibilities 

Walks always ſmooth, and flowers of laſting lon, 
And thornleſs roſes, and unclouded ſkies 


Wild, wanton promiſer!] that told'it this breaſt, 

This truſting breaſt, it ne'er ſhould taſte of pain; 

By ſmiling Fates with boundleſs love careſt ! 
The charming lie, come, tell me o'er again ! 


Return that healthwhichbloom'dwithout mycars ; 


Came uninvok'd, and, though neglected, ſtaid: 


Which afk'd nor lenient herb, rior fount, nor air, 


Contemn' d all danger, and defpis'd all aid, 


Again, my boſom glow as then it glow'd; 
When round I look d, and felt that all was fair! 
When high on rapture's eagle-wing I rode; 


Tower'd to the ſun, and ſpurn'd the clouds of care ! 


| Thoſe ſtumbers ſound again my ſerifes bind, 
That made but one ſweet inſtant all my right; 
That heatd nor barking cur, nor howling wind, 
Nor Time's deep, ſolemn toll proclaith lis fl * 
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SCENES OF EARLY LIFE, | 35 
And, oh! the fervours, Heay'n, renew, that ran 
Through my young nerves, (ſenſation all divine) 
Ere broke that golden dream whiehſſhow d me man, 
Not fairer in his form, than pure within. 


r 


Ere yet Surpriſe had made her fearful ſtart, 

As hell-born Villainy firſt meets the view 
That ſmootheſt ſmiles oft maſk a frowning heart, 
Ere yet my bliſsful inexperience knew. 
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Give me again in all men to confide; 

Again ſuſpicion from my breaſt be driv'n; 
Still would T view my kind with gen'rous pride, 
And deem the word of man the word of Heay'n. 


And take once more your turn, ecſtatic days! 
When life's vaſt curtain-rofe, and bleſs d my view ! 
Lo! the gay plames, the ſpangles, and the blaze! 
All wondrous bright, enchanting all, and new ! 


Move my ſtill breaſt, fweet Novelty, again 
Again with wild delight my paſſions dance ! 
Return the bounding heart, the fever'd brain, 
Return the years of tranſport and romance 
"Da 
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But, chief, that ſweet ſurpriſe reſtore me, Fate, 
Young Fancy felt in Academia's hall; 

The muſe of Rome and Greece as firſt ſhe met, 
And each quick paſſion own'd her mighty call! 


On the bright plains when Fx an firſt bent her gaze, 
Where, back'd by gods, immortal heroes ſtrove! _ 
At dead of night, view'd Ilium's funeral blaze, 
And ſhook, with heav'n, beneath the nod of Joye ! 


When firſt young PiTyY wept with Hector's wife, 
As her fall'n hero to her ſight appears; 
Saw Ajax ſword eaſe it's griev'd lord of life; 


And ſwell'd the flood of exil'd Qvid's tears; 


And trac'd that flagging jay'lins languid flight, 
An old man's trembling anger faintly threw ; 
Mock'd by the foe, who, in a father's ſight, 
The flying ſon, with barb' rous fury, flew : 


Saw him, o'er ſcepter'd ſubjects that had reign'd, 
Of all vaſt Aſia that had worn the crown, 
An headleſs corſe, unburied on the ſand, 


By no one honour'd, and to no one known 
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And ſhar'd his ſigh, who, in the myrtle grove, 

The unforgiving fair obſcurely knew ; - 

From him (too late return'd) who fled her love, £ 
Cold, in her turn, the ſcornful ſhadow flew :; 


Tho? woo'd with tears, the phantom ſhot away, 
Nor injur'd Beauty's ſtately ſilence broke; © 
Heedleſs of all he now would idly ſay, 

T' excuſe the ſails that her kind ſhore forſook, 


And give me, Nature, once again to prove, 
Thoſe dear, delirious, agitated days, | 
When woke within me firſt the throb of love, 
And radiant Beauty dazzled firſt my gaze ! 


Soft idle hours! when Reaſon ſat retir'd, 
And Fancy o'er me all her influence threw ! 
When, ſave what Laura's changeful eyes inſpir'd, 
No hopes I cheriſh'd, and no fears I knew | 
Reſume, bleſt Lunacy, thy pleaſing ſway | 
Return the wild delight, —the penſive ſigh, — 
The airy ſonnet, —and the plaintive lay, — 
The moonlight walk and ſweetly ſleepleſs eye 

D 3 


a Dor Ropes 


< * — — . T * 
— = 2 r 2 S An oy” 7 il 
224 Jum 2 2 7 ; 2 n = 
= 2 K 8 <a n . 7. 7 % \ 
2 * * J . S Lg Fr a 29 * X Os 


LAS 


23” —̃ — 
— — —U 

4 2 a — — 
«„ * 


bg © 
— — 
1 — = 
De = - 


* - 
3 * 8 Y - 8 q ' 0 3 * r UOTE <- 
Pw m 8 ³· . 4 a rg) 4 = bp 222 — Re —— 
— dere Yr ernD : ä n E 


AR 4 


TFH EEE — ů— —— 
— — 3 
324 
PRES 


— .. —ñ— — — — 
. 237 


— — orgs; Tyr * "= Wis © SO cen tur roar — - 
— — — . —— ITT TIS. 8 
< Ones P_ - v4 | 4 p - 3 1 1 5 
— — — 2 — — N * 2 « * 7 — * oe — - 
— a $2 Pen r S 2 S rn 2 mar. rae 0 * = _ 
- l — — . — - L's — — n = 
= V= * - 23 — F OTST INT * r — 
x ©2 Ea ES > 2 b > == * * 
rod _ 


wh to 


5 "7 
In "LOOT. 


© RTE — 3 1 8 


5 . XIE 3. 
5 — 2 
— 


— 2 — 
—— 
FS. 4 


— — —— 5 
— e ⁵ —⅛%⁵-ꝝ—-?/:˖: : ˙ er er ene 
_ ate a te are lms. — PIT 


MD 8 


* 
bY 
| g 


— 
— ..* 
>; 


88 EL EO vi. 


Enchanted grounds | o'er which 1 vacant ſtray d, 
In bowers of fragrance where I careleſs ſat, 
While more than earthly muſic round me play d, 
To a ſad outcaſt ope again your gate ! 


Ah! ſwift-wing'd joys.! for ever, ever, flown |! 
Ah, fruitleſs revocation, fond and van 
Adieu, bleſt days, that muſt but once be ? 
Farewel, delights, mmm. N 


Come, Virtue, when all other joys retreat, 

Still conſtant found! and, ſmiling Friendſhip, come! 

And beauteous Truth !—now gaudier beams have 
bet, a 

Gild, with your mild and lunar rays, my gloom. 
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ELE GX VIII. 
 $0LATVDE. 
Ae e e nella en Vino. 


Hair, facred Solitude, ordain'd by Heav'n, 

The nurſe of Wiſdom, and the friend of Woe 
Oh, give a boſom, which thou oft haſt giv'n, 
Thy high, myſterious pleaſures ſtill to know. 


Still let thy ſilent train my call obey ; 

Wild Fancy, whom nor earth nor air confines; 
With heavenly Truth, whom robes of light array; 
And Virtue, throbbing with ſublime deſigns ! 


To«thee I fly from folly and from noile : 

Far ſweeter is thy ſhade than-tinſel ſhow ! 

Ab! ne'er may guilt diſturb thy peaceful joys, 
Cloud thy ſweet ſmile, and change-thee-to af 


Yet not the face of :lov'd mankind I ly ; 

Yet not to cloiſters, nor to caves I go; 

In mean inglorious indolenee to lie, 

No mee to bind the bleeding heart of Woe, 
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40 ELEGY VII. 


No ſour miſanthropy this boſom ſteels; 

No ſpleen has o'er it flung its ugly ſtain ; 
Long has it felt, and ſtill it deeply feels, 
The ſocial pleaſure, and the ſocial pain. 


Ne'er, Nature, let me take my ſullen flight 
From the ſweet duties of the ſocial ſphere : * 
Ne'er, Miſery, let me baniſh from my ſight, 
While I can wipe it off, thy piteous tear. 


And ſweet as is the light, lone Reaſon pours, 
And ſweet though Fancy's airy ramblings be, 
IIl can I brook to loſe the golden hours, 
Immortal Friendſhip, that are crown'd by thee ! 


Let him, I truſted, prove my judgment weak; 
The mouth that ate my bread, aſſail my name; 
The haunts of men I ſtill muſt fondly ſfeck, _ 
Nor all the race, with raſh injuſtice blame, 
Yet will not warm Philanthropy forbid, 

Yet ſhall not Friendſhip lure me to forego, 
"Thoſe ſilent ecſtacies that, oft, when hid 

From all but Heav'n, within my boſom glow | 


SOLITUDE. 41 


Yes, hours there are, when not the poliſh'd tongue, 
Like thy ſweet ſounds, O Solitude, can pleaſe ! 
Thy lulling inſect-hum, wild woodland ſong, 


| Soul- ſoothing turtle, and peace-whiſpering breeze ! 


With ſuch companions let me careleſs ſtray, 
When eve's long ſhades adorn the yellow ſcene; 
My fancy vivid as her golden ray. 

My paſſions as her ſofteſt breath ſerene ! 


By wrath el unobſcur'd by care, 
All calm within, and clear as azure day, 
The paſt unſpotted, and the future fair, | 
Up yonder W wind my bliſsful way. 


Thence, as mine eyes o'er the bright e ſtray, 
Hills, vales, _ flocks, and ſtreams, and meads, and 
en; 

| Mildly magnificent and chaſtely g gay 3 

Rich i in the hues and lines that F ancy loves; ; 


Thence, liſt'ning to the joys that load the gale; 
The warbled ſong each echoing grove that fills ; 
The bleat aſcending from the fleecy vale; 

The low ſoft ſwelling from a thouſand hills: 
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42 
To thee, fair Source of all the touching ſcene ! 
On kiadling rapture's wing of fire, to thee, 
My ſoul ſhall mount, whoſe potent ſmile ſerenc 
Bad joy exiſt, and all this beauty be! 


ELEGY VII. 


Then, while 1 hail each meaner ereature bleſt, 
O'er man, the joyleſs lord of all below, 
One tear ſhall fall; for he hath ſold his reſt 
For ſplendid indigence and dazzling woe! 


O'er them Pllweep, who, vex'd with guilt or care, 
From thy bright ſcenes where countleſs beauties 
| ſhine, | | 
Oh Nature ! fly to Art's nocturnal glare, 
And deem her theatres more fair than thine! 


And ye, that haſte to Grandeur's dazaling rays, 
Shall have my ſigh ! light, airy, thoughtleſz, things, 
That fondly hover round the dangerous blaze, 

Soon the conſuming dire ſhall catch your wings 


Then let me praiſe the Power that made my lot 
A frugal board beneath an humble ſhed: 

No harpy cares come nigh the ſacred cot; 
No ſhafts are level d at the lowly head. 


solxrupr. 43 


When my pleas d eyes have dranł the ſmiling ſeene 
Ve woods, whoſe glooms velie ve cach wantan light. 
Clothing yan ambient hills with woolly green, 
Long o'er any path let fall your leafy night 
Your outward wealth the eye unwilling leaves: 
Phalanx of foliage! Vaſt, embadiad-ſhade! 

Tree fwells o'er tree, o'er tumour tumour heaves, 
Of crowded hillocks like a boundleſs bed, 


In your deep glaoms I' mule on truth ſuhlime, 
TH virtue's ſtronger beat high thrabs within ; 
And oft in Fancy's light-wheel'd chariot cluwb 
To ſpheres where woes nor errors E er have been. 


And oft the glowing moment, Nature, give, 
When, every nerve in tune, each pulſe at play, 
In love with life, in love with all that live, 


Then faireſt forms, then lovelieſt viſions riſe ! | 
Omnific Fancy ſpeaks ;—lo, holy light 
Breaks thro the dark, and, rich in orient dies, 
A new creation charms the mental fight | 
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44 ELEGY vIL. © 
And oft, light glancing o'er innumerous themes, 
With playful wing ſhall wanton reaſon ſtray; 
While ſenſe, awake amid my lightſome dreams, 
Hails the mild verdure of my bowery way. 


Thus wandering on in round return, as home, 
Emerging from the circling woods, I go, 
Sweet change! to till retreat and ſylvan gloom, 
| Sucprods, (a ſudden ſcene,) the town below 


Its chalice roofs of duſky . I bail ; 

Its column'd ſmoke {low wreathing up the 857 ; 
Grey tower and taper ſpire ; while every gale 
Wafts mi ngled ſounds of dear ſociety. 


Hail, murmuring hive, that holds my little cell! 
Children of men, with fond delight I hear 
Your hum ariſe ! ah never let me dwell, 
Where thoſe lov'd ſounds may not ſalute mine ear. 


WRITTEN ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 45 
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ELEGY VII. 
WRITTEN ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 


Eheu, fugaces, Poſthume, Poſthume, 


Labuntur anni. - Hos. 


VE gladſome bells, how miſapplied your peal ! 
A day, like this, requires a ſolemn chime : 
Infatuate mortals ! why, with ſportive heel, 
Dance ye exulting o'er the grave of Time ? 


Is he your foe, that thus ye ring his knell ? 

That feſtive notes announce his awful flight ? 
Tire ye of day, that ſounds of triumph tell, 

How ſwift the wing that wafts your laſt, long night? 


While circling years o'er thoughtleſs myriads roll, 
Long folly but to lend, and length of ſhame, 

Ye metal tongues, ſwing ſlow with mournfal toll, 
Virtue's departed ſeaſons to proclaim ! 
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5 . kikor vitt. 
Sons of Delay ! whoſe duties, yet undone, 
Await, from year to year, your hand in vain, 
Drown, drown that brazen muſic with a groan | 
The years ye loſt ſhall ne er be yours again 
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ON THE LOSS. OF FRIENDS. 17 


E LE GY IX. 


O0CCASIONED BY THE Loss OF SEVERAL VA- 
LUED FRIENDS, WHOSE DEATHS $SPEEDILY 
FOLLOWED EACH OTHER. 0 


* 


Ys fleeting forms, which Friendſhip's arms incloſe, 
From their warm circle quick ye glide away 
Scarce have we lov'd your image, ere we loſe: 

It ſtands, but while there's time to with its ſtay, 


Lamented objects of my lorn eſteem ! 

Where are ye how, ye vaniſh'd viſions, where? 
_ Looſe as the liquid texture of a dream, | 
Ye melted, from my mock'd embrace, to air 


Ts the fond fight but one ſhort inſtant ſhown, 
To be perceiv'd, approv'd, and diſappear ! 
Strange apparitions | whither are ye flown ? 
For corp'ral, palpable, and warm ye were | 
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Ah! ſure they were not empty ſhapes I knew, 
But certain forms, that more than ſeem'd to be; 


It was not air to which my boſom grew ; 
1 They were not phantoms I was wont to ſee. 


I felt them ſubſtance ; felt them fervent glow ; 
/ Saw ſpeculation in their beaming eyes; 95 
Heard from their lips life's mellow accent flow; 

And mark'd, like mine, their human paſſions riſe. 


Yes, once they were: and are they nothing now ?- 
Has all they were, for ever ceas'd to be? 


No more do thoſe fair minds with virtue glow, 
That ſhed their virtuous beams no more on me? 


Is living foul but one fleet moment lent? 

And that which beats and THINKS in human kind, 
But duſt, whoſe wild and caſual ferment _ 

Shoots into fits of life, and ſtarts of mind? 5 

Are POWERS that feel, how fair is Nature's face; | 
This beauteous frame of things that curious ſcan ? | 
Its various parts inſpe&, compare, and claſs; ' 
And trace, through all, unerring Wiſdom's plan; 
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PowERs, not alone that what appears perceive, 

That things unſcen, by forceful inference, ſee ; 

Or, {kill'd from nothing airy worlds to weave, 
With potent call, can bid what is not be 


Pow Rs, at the magic of whoſe rouſing voice, 
The paſt's relenting tomb what 20s reſtores | 

The ſhades awake of long departed joys, 

And Time gives back again his buried hours ! 


Are THEsE but works of blindly labouring clay ? 
Wrought up, by chance, to reaſon's glorious light? 
That, kindling to a flaſh of mental day, 

With quick extinction, die again to night yp. 


It is not ſo : they cannot be extinct: 

Such ſacred eſſence ne'er can ſhrink to nought : 
Who boaſts the power on moral themes to think, 
O'er moral themes ſhall roll immortal thought, 


Yes, ye, that, kept by Memory's wondrous ſkill, 
So firm in her retentive tablet flay, - 
As firmly fixt abide in being till; 
Fram'd to endure, ye ne'er ſhall paſs away. 
E 
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Tis not alone your lov'd ideas wear, 


Warm in this heart, their colours undecay'd ; 
Preſerv'd by Heav'n with correſponding care, 
Ye hold, yourſelves, a bloom that ſhall not fade. 


To this fair hope my truſting boſom clings : 

Nought from its hold ſhall wrench my faſt belief ; 
For ſweet the balm, the bleeding heart it brings, 

When Friendſhip's tomb inſpires the virtuous grief. 
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EL E GX X. 


MORTALITY AND HOPE &. 


Immortalia ne Here, monet annus, et almum 
Quæ rapit hora diem. Honk. 


Ys ſhort-liv'd flowers, though ſwift ye paſs away, 
Compaſſion weeps not o'er your witheting ſtate : 
Ye fade, but all unconſcious of decay; 

Le fall, but fear not, as ye drop, your fate. 


Nor yet, ye wildly tuneful, plumy throng, 
Plains my fad lay, o'er your mortality ! 
Though Death's black _ ſo ſoon muſt out your 


ſong, 
Careleſs ye ſing, nor know thas hour i is nigh, 


% The author is aware that two FRE of a fimilar complexion, may 
"have an ill effect; but, as the following originated in different feelings 
from thoſe which gave birth to the laſt, and contains a different train 
of thought, he hopes the reader will forgive him for having added it, - 
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$2 | ELFOY 'R. 
Nor mourn Iyou, ye flocks, though brief your life : 
What though to-morrow ye be doom'd to bleed? 
To- day your bliſs is pure; no ſhadowy knife 
Haunts your ſerene contentment as ye feed. 


Stretch'd on the graſs ye view your brother lie, 
Bereav'd of motion and devoid of breath > 
Heedleſs ye paſs the proftrate carcaſe by, 

Or ſtupid gaze, nor underſtand the death. 


Tis man alone demands the Muſe's figh ; 

O'er man her pity ſheds its tendereſt ſhower : 
Of all the countleſs tribes that round him die, 
The only prophet: of his final hour ! 
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In each ſhrunk leaf he ſees the flower diſplay, 
Each falling ſun that ſinks to ocean's bed, 
He notes how ſwift his bloom ſhall fade away 
He marks how low his glory ſhall be laid 
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In Art's or Nature's fading kingdom ſhown, 
Each fad decline that meets his penſive eye, 
(Expreſſive hint and picture of his own |) 
Draws, as he views it, from his breaſt a ſigh! 


= 
{ 
| {| 
4 


—— ñk—ᷓ —— — 
* 


— 


— a4 
* — 5 * 
_ — — 
__ — —— ͤꝓ ä 4ä26—ü— — —— 
— — —— — * - — — 


To him who, thus, to life's approaching cloſe, 
Is doom'd his mournful proſpect to extend, 
Ah; ſure, in juſtice, equal Nature owes 
A life where Foreſight ſhall deſery no end 


Can this ſhort ſpan of being be his all! 
Muſt minds, whoſe wiſhes ſhoot beyond the tomb, 


Daſh their bruis'd frames againſt Confinement's 


wall, 
And droop, the priſoners of ſo ſcant a room? 


day, muſt 1 toil, year following year, to flay, 
In all their coarſer or their ſubtler forms, 
The various follies on my peace that prey, 
Only at length to fall the prey of worms? 


When love of knowledge moſt intenſe ſhall glow, 
When moſt I value reaſon's precious light, 

Then, muſt I ceaſe, for ever ceaſe, to know? 
Then, reaſon's lamp go out in endlefs night? 


Heav'n's beauteous works, with clearer view ſur- 
vey'd, e . ü 

When with devouter awe mine eyes adore, 

Shall their fair object from before them fade, 

| And I admire thoſe beauteous works no more ? 
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Or was I form'd, a vain dente to feel 
Of lovely truths their radiant face that hide? 
Truths that to me their charms muſt ne'er unyeil ? 


For ever to my longing eyes denied ? 


While the brute tribes, with happier dulneſs bleſt, 
No painful ſenſe of ſtraiten'd knowledge ſhow ; ; 


In eaſy ign'rance all incurious reſt, 


Content, their fellows and their food to know ; 


Was I inform'd with this more ſtirring mind, 


To mourn a night no dawn ſhall e'er remove ? 


Seeking a day I ne'er am doom'd to find, 


With anxious, fruitleſs ſteps ordain'd to rove? 


To paint th' alluring form of ſocial weal, 
Where minds, in order moving, all agree, 
And, in ſweet chime, the filver ſpheres excel; 
Yet ne'er, in act, the lovely picture ſee? 


To ſpend my ſoul in life-conſuming ſighs, 
That men on men with favage rage ſhould prey; 
Nor hope to ſee a fairer ſcene ariſe, 


Whoſe ſmiling image ſhall my pains repay ? 
7 
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The nobleſt want which Nature knows to raiſe, 
Say, ſhall ſhe leave alone without its food? 
Leave, while each lower thirſt her care allays, 
Unſlak'd the lofty wiſh for boundleſs good ? 


While for each humbler power, her hands have 
„ 1 5 

Thoſe hands a field of ample ſcope prepare, 

For oary fins while watery paths are ſpread, 

For winnowing wings, the liquid plains of air; 


Shall ſouls, equ ipp'd with wondrous powers to fly 
Through the vaſttracts of Truth'sandVirtue'sreign, 
Be ne'er allow d to fail that glorious ſky, 

Cag'd in this narrow life, and wing'd in vain ? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, my ſong, to mourn the lot of man 
Revoke the murmur, and recal the tear 

It cannot be, that Nature's faultleſs pla 

To him alone denies a ſuited ſphere. 


The eagle pinions of this active mind, 
Though now a little ſpace encloſe their flights, 
At length the firmament, they aſk, ſhall find; 

And ſoar, without control, celeſtial heights. 
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SONNET I. 


No pauſe of joy thy lover, Nature, knows ; 
Thy varying ſcenes but change his pure delight: 
To his pleas'd ear ſucceſſive muſic flows; 
Succeſſive beauty ſmiles to bleſs his ſight. 

Now the mute lark's triumphant ſong is o'er, 
Whoſe airy notes exulting climb the ſkies ; 
Now the grove's ſleeping choriſters no more, 
Pour forth their gladſome ſocial melodies ; 
*Tis ſweet to hear, oh, lonely bird of woe | 
Melodjous follower of the ſong of day 

Thy clear mellifluous lamentation flow; 

The long-drawn ſorrow of thy ſilver lay ! 
Now the lorn eye hath loſt the ſolar beam, 
All hail, thou paler lamp! tis ſweet to mark 


Thy ſhatter'd radiance quivering in the ſtream ; 


And thy meek, tender light o'erflow the dark 
Ah! ne'er for coſtly pleaſures will I pine, 


While Nature's unbought bliſs and chaſte delights 


are mine, | 
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SONNET I 


When raging Summer, from his blazing torone, 
Darts his fierce rays o'er all the breezeleſs ſkies, 
How ſoft a night, the grove, to which he flies, 
Flings o'er the languid fugitive from noon | 
There, ſcreen'd from Heaven's oppreſſive fervour, 
| ſoon + 3 
His ſenſe revives, as ſtretch'd at eaſe he lies: 
Reliev'd from glare, to his recovering eyes 
The ſylvan ſcene, by graver light, is ſhown : 
Such, pleaſing Melancholy, thy bland power! 
Shade of the heart ! the panting ſoul's retreat 
From ſcorching Joys! bleſt is thy ſombrous hour, 
To Rapture's burning mood ſucceeding ſweet ! 
Oh!] oft may life's umbrageaus ſcenes embower, 
And ſhut my penſive breaſt from tranſports furious 
heat, 79 5 


soNNETS. | 6 


SONNET III. 
To THE Arie wo: 


AnD wilt thou go, bright regent of the day? 

Farewel, awhile ! we part to meet again. 

Ere long ſhall I review thy golden ray; 

Ere long ſhalt thou reſume thy glorious reign, 

The fea that now abſorbs thy falling light, | 

Compel'd ſhall foon its roſy prey reſtore ; 

Bereav'd, but not for ever, is my fight; 

Without deſpair, theſe eyes thy loſs deplore. 

Oh Virtue ! when thine orb droops towards its bed, 

With ſuch calm faith ſad Friendſhip breathes adieu: 

Thou ſhalt emerge, fair ſtar, from death's black 
ſhade, | 

The ſplendid courſe of glory to renew. 

Soon ſhall the grave releaſe thee from its gloom ; 

Hope ſweetly wipes the eye that wets thy tomb. 
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62 SONNETS. 


SONNET IV. 


TO THE VEGETABLE WORLD. 


Cool animation, hail ! eſcap'd a while 


From the hot ſcene where burns man's fever'd life; 

Whoſe purple tides fo oft impetuous boil, ' 

Inflam'd with riot foul, and furious ſtrife : 

Refreſh'd I view youf life that calmly glows, 

And its firſt innocence till death retains ; 

W hoſe purer blood for ever temperate flows 

Through the chaſte conduits of your finer veins, 

Come here and cool, fierce Hate, and, Diſcord, 
Come; | 

And learn of theſe ſo mild a life that lead: 

And red Intemperance let em teach to bloom, 
With their clear health on heav'n's freſh dews that 
. | e i 

Ne'er may my peaceful boſom, Nature, beat, 
But with thy ſober fires, and virtue's gentle heat, 


SONNETS. 63 


SONNET V. 


EVENING, 


Day's ſinking fount now pours a milder flood 
And burniſhes with deeper gold the green : 

A lucid autumn paints the ſummer wood; 

And the pleas'd eye ſmiles on the ſaffron ſcene. 

The long- grown ſhades announce advancing night; 

With fainteſt breath the languid zephyr blows ; 

Th' unruffled trees ſleep in the yellow light; 

And all ſurrounding things inſtil repoſe. 

Calm Evening's tranquil pupil, let me ſtray; 

From hectic care, from ſultry anger free; 

All cool my boſom as abated day; 

Nor clouded, Conſcience, by a frown from thee ! 

At this {till hour, oft let me rove ſerene, . 

And catch the temper of the placid ſcene. 
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Non ſemper idem floribus eſt honos 
Vernis, neque uno luna rubens nitet 
Vultu. | Hok. 


| 

Tux y'rieod lit veltales; we vehatd; | | | 
In ever ſhifting figures looſely roll'dl :- | | 1 
Each ſhape they take, amuſive to the ſight, 160 
Soon as aſfum'd, th' unſteady wearers quit: | 
Each beauteous tint, all-colouring light ſupplies, 
A moment's ſpace enchants the eye, and dies: 
Nor hue to ſtand, nor form is ſeen to ſtay, 

The unfix'd pictures fade and float away. 

In its rude outline, to wild Fancy's gaze, 


Von cloud a ridge of yellow rocks diſplays; 
Hardly ſhe views the craggy vapour o'er, 

Exe the lax, fluid landſcape is no more. 
Fluſhing the weft, admire that ſplendid red; 
Scarce can we call it fair, before tis fled ! 
The roſy pomp is turn'd to ſober grey; 
We look'd a moment off, and find it paſs'd away | 

[42 F 2 
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As ends clear wave repeats thꝰ o'erhanging ſkies, 
Cotes the cloud, and to the blue replies ; 
Heaven's changeful face, a faithful moral glaſs, 
Of human life reflects the changeful face. 


Canſt thou, whoſe penſive eyes attentive ſcan, 
Throꝰ every varied view, this ſcene of man, 
Find, in one walk of contemplation's range, 


A true or ſeeming good, exempt from change? 


Say, if, in all this crowd of things, appears 
Aught that the lovely ſtamp of Beauty wears, 

In Reaſon's juſt, or Fancy's dazaled, ſight, 
Whoſe ſtable figure is ſecure from flight? 

Whoſe image, fixt as fair, is made t' abide, 
True to our peace, or faithful to our pride? 
Nought, nought is found, where'er our ſearch can 

Bay. | 
But fleet, and baſeleſs forms that glide away ; 
One ſtream of viſions that, in endleſs flow, 


Appear and vaniſh, and but come to go * 


See! reſtleſs wealth will ſcarce an inſtant ſtand 
How ſhoots the paſſenger from hand to hand | 


CHANGE. "0 


Ah who would fix his heart-exhauſting cares 
On aught that wings, ſo ſeldom folded, wears? 
One tenant oft, ſo ſportive ſtars ordain'd, 1 


The palace and the priſon have contain'd: 


Who propp'd dependents, now themſelves depend - 


Who ſtately rul'd, with meek obedience bend : 
How oft, by brighter days inſpir'd, hath pride 
The poor man's bluſh in hvelier crimſon dy'd! 
The wit that once but us'd its idle pow'rs, 
Wants to invent for wealth's unbounded ſtores, 
Hath ſtrain'd with anxious efforts to contrive, 


On a perplexing little how to live. 


Of him that ſoars to power, how vain the flight 
High though he mount, he ſhall not Koop his 
height: 
Soon ſhall he ceaſe his lofty ſeat to boaſt; 
And own untenable the ſlippery poſt : 
For, ſure as evening ſhades to morn ſucceed, | 
And ſuns aſcend to fink in ocean's bed; 
All eyes foreſee, that life's paſt ſcenes recal, 
So ſure Ambition riſes but to fall. 
Nor only ſhall the human ſtars decline 


Low as the level of their orient line; 
9 
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Heav'n's alter'd hand the falling glories throws, 
As far beneath it, as above they roſe ! 

Hurl'd from the topmoſt height of all the ſky, 
Plung'd in Affliction's deepeſt gulph they lie 


Unfold hiſtoric ſheet This page diſplays 
The conſul's“ glories, and the victor's blaze 


See, in his car, aloft, the hero move | 
God of to-day ! the city's guardian Jove 1 
To feed his pride, admiring millions meet, 
Who ſee but him in all the crowded ſtreet 
The walls all o'er are ſet with wond'ring eyes, 
Lin'd with aw'd looks, and cover'd with ſurpriſe ! 
On houſes” tops the climbing ſwarms await, 
And hail at diſtance, the flow-moving ſtate ; 
Each ſight to gaze, each throat is ſtretch'd togreet, 
And Tiber's banks the ſhouted name repeat ; 
In riſing ſtatues beams the favourite face, 
And buſy moulds commit his praiſe to braſs : 
Turn o'er the leaf —in the next page, he lies, 
Slain by baſe hands, and under foreign {kies! 
Forlorn he lies, a god, a god no more, | | 
Unhous'd and headleſs, on the hoſtile ſhore ! 


| * Pompey. N 


Of all the legions, once he led, bereſt, 

One ſolitary follower only left; 8 

O'er his lov'd general's duſt to breathe a ſigh, 
And humbleſt burial's niggard rite ſupply. 

* This fall too low, (detruſion too ſevere !): 

From him that thruſt him down compels a tear 
Mix'd with the generous flood his eyes effuſe, | 

Say, flow prophetic fellow-feeling's dews ? | 

The drops he ſheds, himſelf ſhall thortly need; 
Ere long, who mourns his rival's blood, ſhall-bleed. 
Exalted meteor | ſoon thy fires ſhall die; 

Thy turn to be extinct, thine hour of night isnigh, 


To Wolſey's giant greatneſs raiſe thine eyes 
Monſter of glory | ſwol'n with dignities 
Born to aſcend, his buoyant Deſtiny, _ 
Spite of his birth's depreſſion, bears him high; 
High, as his own aſpiring wiſh can ſoar, 
See the vaſt fabric of his honours tower | 
Advanc'd to boundleſs, uncontroll'd command, : 
| Power's various reins all crowded in his hand ; | 
Lord of the church, and ruler of the ſtate, 
His ſmile promotion, and his anger fate ; 
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Beneath his roof, while titled flaves obey, 
His king the ſubject of his private ſway ; 
Patron of letters, honour'd by the wiſe, 
In pomp of dreſs ador'd by vulgar eyes; 
The o'ergrown grandeur lifts aloft its head, 
And wide abroad th' ambitious branches ſpread ! 
But lo! the lifted axe | the monarch's look 
That threats his honours with a fatal ſtroke | 
The look, thatquells the haughty ſtateſman's pride, 
And frowns his looſe adherents from his ſide: | 
The troops explain the glance, and inſtant flee; 
The axe deſcends, and loudly falls the tree: 
As loud her wings exulting Envy ſhakes, 
While the reſounding ruin lulls her ſnakes. 
Who view'd the groſs, luxuriant greatneſs riſe, 
To take it in, who ſtretch'd his labouring eyes, 
Vainly to find it, rolls them all around, | 
Th' enormous pomp can now no more be found 
No more, by him that ſaw it, to be — 


Nor left a ſingle leaf to prove it eber had been. 


Nor adventitious ſplendours ſet alone, 


Intrinſic glory's fairer beams go down. 
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Lo! where the glooms of both declenſions meet 
Of double night behold yon mournful ſeat ! 
Can it be ſhe? * that miſerable ſhade, 


Whom years have waſted, and whom want hath 


_ clad? 
Her former image all effac'd, ah ! how 
Shall they, erewhile that knew her, know her now? 
Which moſt ſhall melt ſoft Pity's gentle race, 
Thoſe ruin'd fortunes, or that faded face ? 
Once was that face among the themes of Fame ; 
And rais'd, in noble breaſts, a fervent flame: 


* Jane Shore. Leſt the imagination of the reader ſhould be 
carried, by any feature of the following picture, to that exhibited in 
the tragedy of this name, where poetical licence, in violstion of hiſ- 
torical truth, repreſents the death of the victim as immediately con- 
ſequent on the ſufferings inflited upon her by the Protector, he is 
defired to confider the whole of this paſſage, as the commencement 
of it intimates, to relate to that obſcure and indigent old age of this 
unfortunate lady to which her life was in reality prolonged, and in 
which ſhe was reduced to the mortification of unſucceſsful application 
for relief to thoſe ungrateful courtiers, for whoſe benefit, in the days 
of her proſperity, when neither the charms of her perſon, the bril- 
liancy of her wit, nor the ſplendour of her ſtate, ſurpaſſed the benevo- 
lence of her heart, ſhe had generouſly uſed her influence over the 
king. At this day (fays Sir Thomas More, in his pathetic 
account of her decayed and unfriended condition 4n the decline of her 
life) —She beggeth of many at this day living, that at this day had 
begged, if ſhe had not been.“ See More's Hiſt. of Rich. III. 
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That wan, ſunk clinak, which now no heart can 
move, 
Full oft hath met the lips of ad love: 
There faireſt lines the hand of Nature drew ; 5 
There, Beauty, all thy lovelieſt roſes blew ! 
Then o'er that form, which Wretchedneſs arrays, 
F low'd the rich veſt, and jewels pour'd their blaze; 
She that fo ſilent crawls on tottering feet, 
Ruſh'd in the car, and rattled thro? the ſtreet : 
Yon door ſhe quits, hark! with how loud a ſigh! 
There have her wants in vain implor'd ſupply ; 
Juſt indignation joins her deep deſpair ! 
For baſe Ingratitude inhabits there. 
Once, in no ear, beneath a throne; to ſue, 
Nor but for others, nor in vain, ſhe knew J 
Of royal grace W ſtream'd the ray, 
*T'was ſhe that ſhow'd th' obedient beam its way; 
Thro' that forlorn, neglected, wither'd thing, 
Flow'd all the favours of a love-ſway'd king * 
Now, for herſelf, her pray'rs, with chang d ſucceſs, 
E'enthem, for whom her pray'rs prevail'd, addreſs ! 
And are thoſe pallid lips, that long have mae 
No breath but ſighs, no voice but ſad complaint, 
The breathing rubies that wild laughter lov d, 
Nor but to utter mirth or muſic mov'd? 
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Is chat dejected bending figure the, 
The nymph renown'd for high viyacity ! 
That, with the ſportive breath of livelieſt wit, 


Fann'd the ſtrong fires her ſparkling eyes had lit 


Wich winning prattle, from dull Gate releas'd, 
An amorous monarch's hour of pleaſure bleſt ! 
And, mightier far than all the ſcarlet band, | 
That force the crowd aloof from kings to ſtand, 
Kept off (on ſovereigns what has cloſer preſt) 

The throng of cares * from daating Edward'sbreaſt | 


Nor only Beauty's purple luſtre flies, 
And ſprightly life to joyleſs languor dies; 
He, who that face of ſpeechleſs anguiſh wears, 
Pours o'er a yet more ſtriking change his tears! 


That cold pale lumpof clay, which charms his view, : 


He call'd his friend ; and well the name it knew : 
In thouſand channels health all o'er it flow d; 
Strong pulſes play d, and dancing ſpirits glow'd ; 


Non enim gazæ, neque conſularis 5 
dummovet lictor miſeros tumultus 
Mentis, et curas, laqueata circum 
Tecta volantes. Honk. 
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Thro' various avenues, divinely made, 

The world without, within it was convey'd: 
Obſtruction ſtrange ! no longer to the mind 
Their curious path ſurrounding things can find! 
To ears a whiſper ſtruck, and eyes, a ſpark, 

E'en thunder's ſilence, and e'en noon is dark. 
But late fo much who knew, now nothing knows ! 
Who glow'd fo warm, 1s cold as winter's ſnows ! 
Thoſe eyes, the ſpeaking ſoul's late beamy ſeat, 
No more acknowledge him they lov'd to meet : 
Nor e' en one whiſper thoſe clos'd lips impart, 
Whoſe gentle tones ſo often ſooth'd his heart! 
«© Speak to thy friend” the raving mourner cries; 
With his fond call no more the frame complies: 
Not all his warmth the palſied friendſhip wakes ; 
An unreturning hand his preſſures takes ; 
In vain his wild and frenzied efforts prove, 
The cold indifference of that breaſt to move; 
That face, whoſe eloquence of looks confeſs'd, 
How much his preſence once its owner bleſs'd, 
Now not the fainteſt ſmile is ſeen to wear, 

As his forgotten form advances near ; 
Alike compos'd the tranquil lines remain, 
If anguiſh force him thence, or lure him near again 


— 


CHANGE. 1 77 


Gazing the alter'd thing, in deep ſurpriſe, 

(So freſh the living friend in Memory's eyes ! 
The fate familiar in the common lot, 

In this wild, ſenſe-o'erwhelming grief forgot, 
The ſtruck ſurvivor meditates the change, 

And, pond'ring, deems the pale extinction ſtrange 
Amaz'd, who, felt ſo much, ſhould nothing feel, 
An heart, that leap'd fo high, ſhould lie ſo ſtill, 
His eye long fix'd on the quench'd life he keeps, 
Thoughtful he mourns, and wonders as he weeps ! 


þ - 


Death, from whoſe lance nor Worth, NN Youth 


is free, 
In Friendſhip's kat changes flow from . 
Long abſent from the ſhore that gave him birth, 
How bleſt the traveller treads his parent earth 
Ah! how his heart (as, thro” the well-known land, 
Gazing the long-lov'd fields on either hand, | 
To his dear native town he ſwift returns) 
T' embrace his old aſſociates fondly burns ! 
You houſe he hails ! its figure unforgot ! 
Dear was the threſhold to his frequent foot : 
There has he paſs'd full many a ſocial day, 
And met the looks that ſmil'd his cares away: 
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78 | MISCELLANIES: 

Oſt has its hearth beam d of his wintry hour, 
And ſummer dreſs'd for him its garden's bower. 
There two ingenubus hearts, which Love Rad pair d 
Along with Love, his faithful friendſhip ſliar' d: 
Eager he pants t' excite a ſweet ſürpriſe, 

And ſudden ſtand before their gliſtening eyes! 
To tell them where his roving ſteps have been; 
And all a wanderer's curious eyes have ſeen! 
Vain hope] another houſe is now their home, 
And his ſad viſit ſeeks their neighbouring tomb! 
The names, ſo often utter'd, there he reads, 

And with their imag'd thapes his faricy feeds ! 
Bent on their grave his eyes, and claſp'd His hands, 
Fixt as their ſtone, th? afflicted ſtatue ſtands; ; 
And long their living monument appears, 

In whoſe fill marble nothing ſtirs but tears! 
Now to yon vacant walls his feet repair, 

Awhile to nur his mournful feelings there ! 1 
Thither he goes, by penſive Memory mov d, | 
For long tHEy held the forms that long he lov'd: 
Vntenanted the empty ſcene remains, 

And ſooths the vid that in his boſom reigns :. 
How filent now and cold that genial hearth, _ 
That warm'd to wiſe diſcourſe or harmleſs mirth 
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| Where ofthe bliſsful ſat, and, grave or gay. 

Full ſweetly wore the winter's eve away! 

Ah! where is now that hoſpitable blaze, 

Whoſe houſehold funſhine wont to gild his face; 

Which through the . room, a8 — 

drew. 

(Sight- ſoothing light!) the red 1 threw ; 

And long allur'd his limning eye to trace” 

Amuſive pictures in its various face? 

Now, not one ray from thence his eyes receive, 

Though fait around him fall the ſhades of eve; 

And from that window autumn's glooms appear, 

Through which he us'd to watch. the'dying year ; 
And, while the fewel's ſplendours round him play'd; 

Remark the ſun-deſerted foliage fade! 

Now to the garden-ſcene forlorn he moves, 

And through the ſylvan ruin, mournful, roves; 

Tall weeds, in wild-luxuriance riſing round, 

Enſigns of Solitude, poſſeſs the ground; 

Choaking each walk his friends no longer tread, 

The high, coarſe graſs reminds him they are fled; 

Whoſe proſperous, unmoleſted blades declare, 

'Tis long ſince ſocial ſteps were printed there; 
IG 
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Beſides the mortal dart that Sickneſs throws, 
Friendſhip has death to fear from other foes. - 


Not life alone decays, and breath departs, 


Oft love declines to hate in alter d hearts. 
The power of Change, to body not confin'd, 
Spreads her unbounded empire over mind. 
Remark thoſe two that paſs each other by, 
With ſullen coldneſs and averted eye; 
Once they were one, nor ever ſeen apart; 
Their ſeveral frames enclos'd a ſingle heart: 
In one warm tide their mix'd affections flow'd ; 
„ Burn'd with one love, with one reſentment 
.glow'd*:” | FED | 
Who anger'd one, incur'd the other's frown ; 


And he by both was bleſt, who ſmil'd on one: 
Now, where is now, that partnerſhip of ſoul? 


In ſtreams but too diſtin their paſſions roll! 


Each common foe to peace had vainly tried 


To ſtrike between them, and the bond divide; 
At length the occaſion came, whoſe ſtroke, too true, ol 
Lit on the . WES: they together grew ; 


# Pope, 
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The hinge, that kept their minds in junction, hit, 
The aſſociates ſever'd, and the fouls unknit: 
Mortal to friendſhip fell th' unerring blow, 

And bad the beauteous unity be two. 


But Mind diſplays, to wake the moral figh, + 
More mournful change than friendſhip'salter'd eye: 
Thy night, Declenſion, wears a gloomier ſhade, 
In virtue fall'n, and character decay d. 

Lo, yonder youth, to wealth and honours born, 
Gen'rous and juſt, in life's ingenuous morn ! | 
Fair Truth he ſtudious woos in learned groves, 
And every Muſe his claſſic boſom loves: | 
With kindling foul hiſtoric leaves he reads, 

And catches virtuous fire from virtuous deeds : 
Bright, in his eye, the flame of friendſhip glows; 
Sweet, from his lip, its artleſs accent flows: 
Candour, whoſe beams diffuſe celeſtial grace, 
Pours all her ſunſhine in his open face : 
Oh, fleeting cleanneſs | pure from ſpot in vain | 
O'er the white page, ſee, ſteals the fatal ſtain ! 
Acourt receives him to its tainted air, 36 
And that clear ſpirit ceaſes to be fair : 
Ambition's mean cabals pollute his ſoul, 
And fouleſt thoughts within him darkly roll. 
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Dead to all noble thirſt, all honeſt fires, 
He burns alone with low and maſk'd defires : 
No more his heart its form, unſhrinking, ſhows ; 


Around him myſtery all its darkneſs throws : 
8 His hoſtile ends he clothes in words of oil, 
| And coward frowns lurk underneath his ſmile : 
Thatunlock'd breaſt, which lov d thecheerful light, 
_ Whichknewno baſeneſs, and which ſoughtnonight, 
Of gloomy ſecrets grows a ſolemn tomb, 
| The feat of ſhadows, and of crimes the womb ! 


Thou female ranger of the midnight ſtreet ! 
Each ſtaggering ſlave of wine reduc'd to greet ! 
Daughter of Art! whoſe fraud-devoted days 
In one wide ſyſtem of deception paſs; 

Smooth from whole lips, profeſſions guileful flow ; 
Whoſe cheeks with inſincere vermilion glow ; 
Whoſe artful eyes, on all that paſs thee by, 

_ Fling labour'd glances, and but look, to lie; 
Though man diſguſt, thought ſting, and pain de- 

ſtroy, 

For ever feigning health, and hw and joy ; 

| Where is that ſweetneſs, ſay, thou loſt one where, 
To each * parent late ſo dear? 
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Their pray'r how ardent, and how fond their hope, 
Their heart's juſt pride might form their age's prop | 
Thine artleſs looks could virtuous eyes allure, 

And as thy form was fair, thine heart was pure | 
An honeſt bloom then deck'd that alter'd face; 
And all thy mien diſplay'd a modeſt grace. 


See him who enters now that ſplendid room 
See, on his brow, that night of ſullen gloom ! 
Nor noting wife nor children circling there, 
Silent he flings him in the cuſtom'd chair: 

Of late, this cloud myſterious oft they mark, 
And erring gueſſes wander in the dark: . 
Deep in himſelf the diſcontent is hid; 

Each queſtion, Love would aſk, his looks forbid ; 
Vent'rous Enquiry, quail'd by harſh replies, 
Forſakes the tongue, retreating to the eyes: 
No child draws near the father's dreaded knee, 
Chas'd by his frown, the trembling cherubs flee : 
Long mute he fits; 


) 


then ſudden quits his ſeat 
And traverſes the room with haſty feet ; 
His troubled geſtures, ſteps irregular, 
And reſtleſs lips, proclaim the inward war; 
G 2 | 
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Then to the door abrupt the mutterer darts, 
And from the houſe with frightful hurry parts: 
Lo! the ſhock'd family, with dumb ſurpriſe, 
Roll each on other their wild, wond'ring eyes 
How juſt their wonder! for how chang d is he, 
This moment ſeen, from him they us'd to ſee ! 
Endear'd by abſence, when he ſought his home, 
| Hishearth's lov'd groupe beheld him ſmiling come; 
Warm was he wont his little ones to bleſs, 
Nor went one cheek without the kind careſs ; 
| His life a flame of ſocial love diſplay'd, 
Which left no debt to human kind unpaid ; 
Each heart that bleeding in his path he found, 

If bleſt with power to bind it, pleas'd he bound; 
Gay peace, where glooms a lowering ſadneſs now, 
Shone in that face, and ſmooth'd thatwrinkled brow; 
If care oppreſs d him, it was open care, 

That gave the ſharers of his heart their ſhare: 
Now ſome diſhoneſt woe his peace hath broke, 
And guilt is in the thade that clouds his look. 
Swift the dark truth is preſſing into day— 
Home wilder comes, who ſhot ſo wild away! 
Burſts the pent ſtorm ! the door rude open flies 
The aftoniſh'd circle ſtart in pale ſurpriſe | 
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Clench'd are his fiſts; his hairs diſorder'd flow ; 
And fierce he ſtamps the floor, and ſtrikes hi brow : 

In his grim look, as round the room he glares, 

Perdition ſcowls, and all the wretch appears ! 

Beggars! yourbread is gone -I ſhook your laſt 

Leap'd from the box Deſpair, and hope is paſt— 

Tis your deſtroyer ſtands before your eyes 

Children ! your father is a fiend! he cries: 

The ruffled form then ſudden difappears, 

And ſoon his dreadful end affails their ears : 

The houle a ſtrange inteſtine thunder ſhakes, 

Shocks all its walls, and all its echoes wakes! 2 
Call'd by the ſound, the pale ſpectators view, 

Where, roll'd in clouds of ſmoke, the ruin'd ſpirit 
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What ſable crowds, on eaſtern India's ſhore, 
With looks of want ſurround Mercator's door 
Whoſe graſping wealth, amaſſing all their rice, 
Mocks their ſhort reach, in its licentious price: 
Eager they aſk, but aſk, alas! in vain, | 
A little portion of the hoarded grain : 
Vain the loud rhetoric of air-rending cries, 
And vain the ſpeechleſs prayer of cloſing eyes; 
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Plead with the ſilent eloquence of death 
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That, al unaided by perſuaſive breath, 


-e 


Her unavailing babe the mother brings, 


And low on earth her ſuppliant figure flings ; 
Bent on her pining child her deep-ſunk eyes, 
Where love and hunger blend their agonies, 


In vain her boſom breathes the final groan—— 
Unmov'd by all remains the man of ſtone ! 
While his wide walls the gather'd year incloſe, 
While in his cup the laughing Bacchus glows, 
He recks it not, that round his gate are ſpread, 
Famine's ſad groupe, the dying and the dead; 
As though the earth had fail'd its fruits to yield, 
And angry ſkies refus'd to bleſs the field 

Ah! what an envious cloud hath Avarice thrown 
O'er Virtue's ſun that late fo clearly ſhone ! 


That ting'd e'en the firſt break of moral day 


With the fine bluſhes of its orient ray ! 
Now could he know, ſhould now the beggar view, 
The man whoſe boyiſh tears his ſtory drew ? 
Whoſe eyes, with meck, reſpectful pity rais'd, 
His woe-lin'd face, with long peruſal gaz'd? 
Whoſe gentle hand his bending figure led, 
To feel his father's fire, and ſhare his bread ? 


CHANGE. i 
Say, which of all his ſchool-mates, that ſhould ſee, 
Would think the author of theſe wrongs were he, 
Who with an early love of juſtice glow'd, 
And, in his act, the dawning hero ſhow'd? 
Each weaker ſtripling's generous ſhield from harm, 
When young oppreſſors rais'd their infant arm! 
, Whoſe kindling ſpirit all intrepid roſe, 
The beardleſs tyrant ſtrenuous to oppoſe ! 
And the high ſwell of whoſe indignant ſoul, 
Awe of the maſter's power could ſcarce con! ol, 
Whene'er he heard his penal laſhes- fall, 
Harſhly reſounding through the letter'd hall ; 
And ſaw his luckleſs fellow's ſpirit broke 

By brute chaſtiſement's ignominious ſtroke ! 

Or could the eyes, his riper youth that knew, 
When, with yet opener leaf, his virtues blew, 
In that now blighted, faded ſpirit, find 
One lingering hue of all his former mind? 
Trace aught of him who echoed Miſery's moan, 
And others' wrongs reſented as his own? 

Who, when to Heay'n he heard the injur'd call, 

Long'd to behold the bolt of vengeance fall? 
Who curs'd each ruthleſs creditor, he ſaw, 

Cruſh the poor debtor with the arm of Law; 


— —— 


— 
— => l — — — 
- _ r ;. 
by - 5 n * * 2 4 112 Wa. 
«VO — — . — 5 — — 2 SE 4 
ee no Then - CHEIwS 25> 
— - > a 2 


_ b * * — rr * ps MV. 7223 : 
. —:: ... EP LEED CEE ur enyon FerneS; GE 


— 
2 2 
— — — — ———— 
3 — — — _ * 9 n < NE; Mo 2 f - p r VIE 2 22 — 
1 5 n I” = 
01 0608 — ——— —2—— ——— ͤ—ͤ—U—ä4—ꝓ— ee —— — —-—᷑—- —— —— ———— — . NR - 


— - — ——— — 


88 * MISCELLANIES» 


Or, while a load of grief his widow bears, 
Of every comfort ſtrip her, but her tears? 


What is there, man can hold, he may not loſe ? 
See | e'en his faithleſs Reaſon from him goes 
The ſacred guide, that ſhows the path of right, 
Spreads forth her wings, _ — her parting 
: flight 
Luxuriant round the learn'd and tuneful head * * 
Their beauteous leaves the claſſic laurels ſpread: 
The liſtening ear his pleaſing lips engage, | 
Each eye delighted reads his lucid page : 
ER Inſiſting on the ſound, the mouth of Fame 
Makes the wide world familiar with the name: 
| „ rank of mind high rais'd above the great, 
| His counſels rule the rulers of the ſtate; 
| Their unſeen prompter, in their ſecret hour, 
Without a poſt, he finds his wiſdom power; 
And, like an angel ſtation'd at the helm, 
Sublimely viewleſs, ſteers a factious realm 
The boundleſs homage letter'd Beauty joins, 
And greeneſt myrtle with his laurel twines ; 
9 While Fame loud ſounds it, gently ſighs his praiſe, 
Or ſweetly ſings her love in poliſh'd lays; 
. Dean Swift, 1 5 
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Dreſt in the roſes of her earlieſt morn, 
Smiles on his years which wiſdom's charms adorn, 
And in thoſe charms ſuch forceful influence owns, 
Her roſes fade before her ſage's frowns ; | 
While the pure flames, from Wiſdom's ſelf ſhe 

drew, | 20 

In vain ſhe calls on Wiſdom to ſubdue. | 
Dire change! o'er all that ample orb of wit, 
That ſun of glory's dazzling round of light, 
(No edge left luminous) eclipſe hath ſpread 
An everlaſting veil of blackeſt ſhade ! 
Behold the bard, the ſcholar, and the ſage, 
A ſtock in torpor, or a beaſt in rage 
Who ſhone by turns in Truth'sand Fancy's ſchool, 
A fury burns, or dies into a fool ! 
That mind which once a nation's weal could tend, 
| Now cannot e' en his own from ill defend: 
His witleſs life appointed keepers guard, 
Their country's guardian dwindled to their ward! 
Is that the deep diſcerner, whole ſwift thought, 
Eluſive Truth, with quickeſt ſeizure, caught, 
Whoſe idiot eyes without diſtinction, roll, 
Unſearching fix, nor dart one ray of ſoul ? 
On him, the learn'd beheld with lifted eyes, 
Each dull domeftic now looks down and ſighs ! 
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While they, that felt his piercing edge before, 
Forgive the blunted foe they fear no more: 


Cloſe all their wounds, and all their anger dies ; 


Who frown'd and ſmarted, melt and moralize ! 


But not to individual man's declines, 
Of various ſhade, the muſe her ſigh confines ; 


Death! ſne bewails, with yet a louder groan, 


Thy lance at bulkier excellency thrown. 
Nations have loſt their beauty, late that bloom'd; 
And huge communities as moths conſum'd ! 

The drooping monuments of what they were 
Slow pine away, and gradual diſappear. 

Where rich abundance bleſs'd the ſmiling ground, 
And gladſome hills and vales rejoic'd around, 


Brown deſerts ſtretch their dreary tracts of ſand, 


And all the laugh of plenty flies the land. a 
Nor ſtone's more hardy grace hath power to ſtay : 
Time ſweeps the ſolid elegance away. | 
Von groupe of vaſt, majeſtic ruins ſhow, _ 
What mighty things his mightier ſcythe can mow ! 
Where meeting roofs aroſe in crowded pride, 
Green fields the uncontiguous domes divide. 

Th' hiſtorian tells of towns of high renown ; 

The traveller paſſes by, and finds them gone 


CHANGE, gr 
The city's place is Nature's ground again; 
The piles diſſolve, and graſs reſumes the plain : 
To rural ſcenery turns the ſumptuous ſtręet, 
And princes leave to lowly ſwains their ſeat : 
The quiet flock, where Riot feaſted, feeds; 
And ſtately palaces make room for weeds. 


The place that Trade's imperial ſplendour know: | 


Where from her river boundleſs wealth ſhe drew, 
(Her crowded harbours, and her hurried ſhore, 
And princely merchants regal greatneſs ver) 

Sees wretched fiſhers ſordidly reſide, | 

Amid the rubbiſh of her moulder'd pride, 


0 More mournful change ! ſee man's moſt poliſh'd 
home, 1 

Art's ſmootheſt walk, a ſavage ſcene become 

The ſilken lap, that held her niceſt ſons, 

Each coarfer work of wildeſt Nature owns! 

Once coſtly floors, patricians wont to tread, 

The thorn and nettle rudely overſpread ! 

Of gliſtering nobles, lo] the fam'd reſort, | 

An houſe for dragons, and of owls the court! 


The clattering chariots, and the trampling ſteeds, 


| And buzzing crowds, dead folitude ſucceeds 
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No humming ſtreet, no human buſtle heard, 
Howls the lone beaſt, or ſcreams the moping bird ! 
While for gay, midnight ſong and revelry, 
Each doleful creature ſends a moaning cry! 


The gorgeous ſcenes of wealth, and feaſt, and 
| dance, | 
Melt like the fairy domes of wild romance; 
That ſwift upſtart, amid the deſert drear, 
The darkling hero, on his way, to cheer ; 
With phantom-tapers lit, whoſe ſpell-built rooms, 
Banquet, and gems, and ſong, and rich perfumes, 
Pour on his raviſh'd ſeuſe a ſhort delight, 
Then ſwift relapſe to air, and leave their gueſt in 
night! | | 


Babel | along Euphrates' banks, I ſee, 
The penſive wanderer vainly aſk for thee ! 
Silent the place] not one ſalutes his ears | 
Of all thy viols, harps, and dulcimers ! 
Where thy thick walls and maſſive buildings roſe, 
The fluid air in unſeen atoms flows: 
Fled like a viſion is the printleſs ſcene, 
As if the ſwelling wonder ne'er had been. 
Nought, nought remains of all the mighty maſs, 
To prove that once, and point out where, it was ! 
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Mother of ornament, the ancient eaſt? 

Sons of the morning! where be all your rays? 
Your fight o'erwhelming, wond'rous ſtrength of 
blaze ? 

Spent are your glories ! loſt is all your light! © © 
Extinct ye lie in everlaſting night! 


The blazing things aſcended but to ſet. 

Where Beauty choſe her ſeat, enchanting Greece 
Ah! why did &er thy lovely ſplendours ceaſe ? 
Ye graceful ſtructures, elegantly bright 

With gloſſy marble poliſh'd into light; 

Whoſe full and tumid forms once fed the eye 
With amplitude of pillar'd majeſty ; 

Diminiſh'd now, of gnawing years the prey, ve 
A ſpare, emaciate grandeur ye diſplay : 

Your walls, reduc'd, but ſhow ye once were great, 
The ſhades of pomp, and ſkeletons of ſtate ! t 


Yet nearer ruins neighbouring proof diſplay 
How low earth's talleſt honours Time can lay. 


Where are ye all, ye brilliant towns that grac'd, - 


More weſtern meteors equal fates have met: 


- 
_ » 
” . 2 _ — gs C — — —— RM — . 8 — DE rn A 1 w_ 
0/24/60. NEVER A ek OD ee IR» EEE ES Pare Boy. een: Frere * 2 * 
2 . 1 x 


! 
£ 
. * 
fi 
Wk 
MY 
1 1. 
1 
90 
1 
© LY 
x 
1 
4. 
$ 
Wi: 
. 
- 
1 
"1; 
11 
A Ul 
4 
ay 
«t 
5 
; jf4 
1 
. 
n+ \ 
vw 
* 
> 1 
" ' 
4 
3 
* \ 
. f 
1 
wo *. 
3 
Fe 
Aer 
. * 
1 Y 
— 4 x 
wn 
- 1 
Aj p 
. 
5 GG 
£3 
. 
5 
2 
Pe 
+7. 
. 
3 i 
7 1 
. 
1 
5 
33.8 
+ Wit 
© 5.0 
$2. 
I2 i 
17 
13 
1 
5 
WY 
1 
oo 
1 fl 
0" 
1} k 
1 
{KY 
n 
be 
- TY » 
WEE 
LS 
1 
* 
* W 4 
Tiga 
J Li 
þ 4 5 
R444 
if, - 
1 2 
"= 
' 
1085 
KI be 
LI 
Ny 
4; 
0 bh 
q . 
- 
wi 
1 
N I 
kg 
N 
* 
i 
Wy 
. x 
& 
1. 
"F 


2 ww 2 — 3 * 2 * n 2 = - = 
— , .. RED. CATE TB Fat oo. Ix 
l r 


——— — een * 


94 © MISCBLLANIBES. 


Lo! like a lion ſlain, whoſe carcaſe awes, 


Rome, e' en in death, a mournful rev rence draws ! 
Ah! how are all thoſe godlike works declin'd, 
Her matchleſs, more than human heart combin'd 
Thoſe domes, ſo lofty rear d, fo ample ſwell'd, 
Her gods that honour'd, or her games that held | 
Thoſe ſtately fabrics, to her heroes rais'd, 

Form'd to inſpire the glorious acts they prais'd ! 
Thoſe various frames, that deck'd with coſtly pride, 
Her ſons with ſoft, commodious eaſe ſupplied ! 
That o'er their walks the pillar'd ceiling ſpread, 
From varying ſkies a covert or a ſhade; 

Or, bright with ſilver, and with jewels pav'd, 
Their glowing limbs, in floods delicious, lay'd; 


Or to their walls the wat'ry ſtores convey'd, 


Thro' wond'rous paths almighty Labour made 


\ 


But, ſay, can columns broke, and walls decay'd, 


Engroſs the eye that marks the nations fade? 


Not fallen palaces it inourns alone, 
And proſtrate fanes, and theatres o'erthrown ; 


A more deprefling image far it finds 


In mouldering faculties and crumbling minds! 
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Meek Slavery erouches low, and licks the rod, 
With ſtately mien where lion · patriots trod: 
O'er Wiſdom's ſchools that gave the nations light, 
Triumphant Dulneſs reigns in depth of night: 
Mid claſſic ſcenes, once ſeats of minds inſpir'd, 
To ſong excited, and by ſcience fir'd, 

Lull'd with oblivious drugs, a lolling race 
Their death-like life in one long ſlumber paſs; 

And learn'dalone their holy book to read, 

Encloſe neglected letters in a creed. 

Where Roman heroes toil'd, and ſages taught, 

And orators harangu'd, and conquerors fought, 
See drones repoſe | cold antiquarians pore ! 

And flothful prieſts diſpenſe their fabled lore ! 

For Freedom's fife, and clarion's rouſing ſound, 
The lute's voluptuous languiſh melts around: 
And church-proceflions pleaſe a coward throng, 

Where vigorous ſpirits, though miſled to wrong, 

In length'ning triumph drawn, majeſtic mov d 


along. 


Vet while of human life the fading grace, 
Calls the ſad dew down muſing Pity 's face, 
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CY 
Soon dries the eye, which ſmiling Reaſon guides 
To HIM, who o'er this ſhifting ſcene preſides; 
Immortal king! from all mutation free 

Whoſe endleſs being ne'er began to be; 

Who ne'er was nothing, who was ever all; 

Whoſe kingdom did not riſe, and cannot fall: 
On a myſterious throne, high rais'd above 

E'en the fair change which heavenly orders prove ! 
While their bright excellence progreſſive grew, 

| He, perfect now, ne'er imperfection knew 

Ere worlds began with boundleſs goodneſs bleſt, 
Ne'er needing to be better, always beſt ! 

The penſive Muſe, who thus a mournful ſigh 
Hath paid to ſtars that fall, and flowers that die, 
While the ſhort glories, brief as fair, ſhe mourns, 
To Hi, the great ENDURER, joyful turns. 

Glad, ſhe adores, depreſt by gloomy wanes, 

That undecreaſing LIGHT who all ordains: | 
On n1»« ſhe leans, reliey'd from withering things, 
And his immortal counſel raptur'd ſings : 

That ſcheme of good which all that dies ſurvives; 
Whate'er decays, for ever fair that thrives: 


Whoſe progreſs adverſe fates, and proſp'rous chance, 
Virtue and vice, and good and ill advance: 


7 
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Which drawsnew ſplendour from all mortal gloom; 
Which all that fades, but feeds with riper bloom; 


Each human fall but props, each fail ſucceeds, | 
And all that Fancy deems obſtruction ſpeeds. 


In Nature's bet frame, as cold and kate! 
And moiſt and dry, and light and darkneſs meet ; 


. Harmonious, in the moral ſyſtem, join 
Pleaſure and pain, and glory and decline. 


Thee, halcyon ſequel of life's labouring tale, | 


Here, or on high, where'er thy ſeat, I hail ! 

When to this troubled ſcene, that works and boils, 

And, wildly bubbling, ſwells in falling hills; 
Of vext, conflicting things this reſtleſs fret, 

Continual ſtruggling in tormenting heat; 

A ſettled calm ſucceeds: the war ſubſides : 

And Victory for immortal good decides. f 

No dormant ſtate, I hail, of flat repoſe, 


Where pant no ardours, where no aQion glows ; 


No pool of ſtanding life that always ſleeps, 
O'er whoſe ſtill ſea no breeze of ſpirit ſweeps ; 
No ſcene, as prieſts deſcribe the bliſs above, 
Of heavy calmneſs, and of flumb'ring love; 
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Nor paſtoral ſcene, as bards paſt ages feign, 


And lazy innocence, and torpid eaſe. 
| Whoſe forceleſs portrait of ill-imag'd Bliſs, 


A languid form, all careleſs laid along, 
By murmuring waters lull'd, or warbling ſong; 


- How much unlike are theſe dead forms to thee ! 


No more theſe looks inane reſemble thine, 
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And tune their idle wires to ſongs divine, 


Where uſeleſs ſaints on eaſy thrones reeline, 
Relax'd in holy ſloth, and piouſly ſupine: 


Who ſing of dulneſs undiſturb'd by pain; 


Of meads, and flocks, and flowers, and brooks, and 
Kess, | 


Diſplays alone, in its tame drowſy piece, 


As gifted man were only made to ſleep, 
To lie on violets, and to live with ſheep |. 


Bliſs ! in whoſe kindled frame ſuch fires I ſee, | 


Where 1s thine ardent gaze, and ſparkling eye, 
And ſpringing attitude, in act to fly ? 
Thine eager chaſe of ſome diviner end, 

To which thy keen, intenſeſt efforts tend; | 
Which all thy powers to their full ſtretch unfolds, 
And thy rapt ſoul in ſweet abſorption holds! 


Than thoſedoll-drau ghts the human face divine, 
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9 
Which wear a babiſh ſwell of thoughtleks cheek, 
Unmark'd with mind, all ſmooth, chineſe, and 

| Where not one print of intellect we trace, 

A blank and lineleſs orb of empty face 
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Not ſuch, now beaming on her gliſtening eyes, . 
Not ſuch the ſcene th exulting Muſe deſcries! 
E'en more than this, a ſtirring, wakeful ſtate ; 
Quick with yet livelier change; yet bukier fate; 
But happieſt change alone, that blifsfal | proves, 
From truth to truth, from good to good, that moves 
Whoſe lovely flax, admir'd of Reaſon's aus 
Is only endleſs fluency of riſe; _ 

Where faireſt ſcenes, from fetters wiſely . 

Reſign their place to fairer that fucceed, 

Which, in their turn, make way for yet more für, 

And, beauteouſly unſtable, diſappear ! | 

Delightful Rate ! in which th' admiring Muſe, 
The heavenly form of true Fruition views 

All boſoms throbbing with a public zeal; 

All minds at work t' advance the general weal ; 


In tuneful chime, on one great aim intent, 
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Harmonious moving with a ſweet conſent ; 
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Exploring Nature's mine, where Heay'n has ftor'd 
The means of welfare in a boundleſs hoard ; 
Whatever charms the ſocial ſtate they lend, 
Still eager all, the beauteous piece to mend ; 
Content in no degree of bliſs to reſt, 

Studious to add new bleſſin gs to the bleſt; 
All preſent excellence reſoly'd t' excel, 
Whate'er its growth, the ſum of good to ſwell, 
Awaken'd intellect yet more excite, | 
To Truth's beſt lovers more endear her light, 
Of minds the moſt enlarg'd expand the views, 
In breaſts the moſt inſpir d new fires infuſe, 
Bid joy ſublime to loftier tranſport riſe, 

And breathe yet more of heaven in paradiſe ! 


Such the fair/ſtate, in which alone appears 
The genuine ſmile a pure elyſium wears 
(The reign of ſtrife, and wrong, and tumult o'er, 

And fall and ruin mournful words no more) 
| Serenely fervid ! buſily at eaſe | 

A ſcene of active reſt, and glowing peace 
Whoſe gentle dove the eagle's force aſſumes, 
And with whoſe olive glory's laurel blooms ! 
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Hail! radiant ages | hail, and haſte along! 

To reaſoning man your ſplendid years belong! 
Uncloſe your leaves of true, unfabled gold, 

That hidden lie in Fate's rich volume roll'd ! 
Not Fancy, Faith the Muſe this viſion gave; 

Of real ſcenes her ſober raptures rave: 

Prophetic fury what ſhe ſings inſpires ; 

Truth's living coal hath lent her lip its fires: 

Of moral ſcience, lamp to love and peace, 
The lucid creſcent ſhines, whoſe bright increaſe 
Shall loſe its horns in plenitude of light, 
And reach a glorious fall, that ne'er ſhall wane to 

night. | 


\ 5 
2 _ OTIS 
— 


= —— ä ——— we 
. ˙ — ⅛²— ⁵ 


. e * 
ett - 2 


» _—_— x 
» 


| 
\ 
"81 
| 


48 

1h 

1! 
11 
15 
"14 
[ 
WI. £1 
j 
0 
of 
0 

} 

i 

nr 
1144 
ji 
ER 
4 

7 
OP 


ee — 


9 


12 F IIScELLANIE s. 


LEO MANSUETUS IMP. 
THE EMPEROR'S. TAME LION. 


Tah paraphraſed from the ſecond Book of the Sac 
of Status. = Mtg 


This little piece is ſuppoſed to have been written, on the death of a 
favourite lion of the emperor Domitian, equally remarkable far 
its gentleneſs, courage and ſtrength; which, after a carreer of 
diſtinguiſhed glory in the combats of wild beaſts exhibited to the 
Roman people, had the humiliation to be vanquiſhed and lain by 
a tiger. | ; 


Ax was it but for this, thou did'ſt diveſt, 

Of each wild habit, that once ſavage breaſt ? 
For this, by all the ſubjeCt beaſts ador'd, 
Lord of the woods, obey a feebler lord ? 
Renounce, for this, the thirſt of human gore, 
Harmleſs to man, an homicide no more? 

By inſtinct taught to make mankind thy prey, 
Taught by mankind to be as mild as they 

Convert to innocence ! reclaim'd in vain! 

And is, at length, no more than this thy gain? 


' 


— 
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How would'ſt thou, grown domeſtic, leave thy 
| home; | | 

And back, with ſteps unforc'd, familiar come! 

How would thy magnanimity forbear 

A conqueror's rage, and learn the fall'n to ſpare !' 

And that dread mouth, once human carnage ſtain'd, 

Mumble, with playful love, the inſerted hand 

Brute nature could not match thy mended kind, 

Where all the lamb and all the lion join'd ! 

Gentle in peace, as terrible in fight, 

Almoſt humanity adorn'd thy might! 


Yet could not all thy winning ſweetneſs bend 
Thoſe ruthleſs Fates that frown'd upon thine end! 
Oh great in combat, at the ſolemn ſhow, 
Thou'rt fall'n at laſt, and fall'n, alas, how low! 
Twas not the pit, with-treach'rous ground o'erlaid, 
And mouth well-maſk d, thy truſting foot betray'd: 
Nor by deceitful toils wert thou beſet, 
Impatient captive of the wily net : 

Nor was it thine, provok'd to open war, 

Impetuous ſpringing on the hunter's ſpear, 

To leave thy ſmoaking blood with glory there : 
H 4 
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Long thy fame's theatre, yon circling wall F, 
| Before a foe beneath thee, ſaw thee fall: 
Saw thee, till then ſecure to overcome, 
Oft on her games as ſmil'd exulting Rome, 
Diſdain th' ignoble ſpoiler of thy breath, 
And feel more anguiſh from defeat than death. 
Oh, humbling cloſe! Oh, ſtrangely iſſuing ſtrife! 
A foe that fear'd thee, triumph'd o'er thy life ! 
A coward beaſt, for ſpeed alone renown'd, 
Fierce from exceſs of terror, dealt the wound; © > 


onatch'd, with a hurried rage, thy lite, and fled; 
E'en fled thee falling, and half fear'd thee dead. 


Yon range of dens thy mournful fate declare; 
All clos'd, but thine, denote their tenants there: 
Sad looks the cell, and aſks, with open door, 


A dweller that muſt enter there no more 


How ill thy royal Kü ed brook d to ſee, 
Thy glory tarniſh'd thus, and theirs in thee! 


* The Circus, or Amphitheatre, where the ſpectacles were pre- 
fented; which, as the name expreſles, was of a circular, or oval form, 
conſiſting of rows of ſeats, riſing one above another to accommodate 
the ſpectators, and encloſing an extenſive area for the exhibition of 

the games. 25 
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Struck and confounded at the new diſgrace, 
A gen'rous ſhame poſleſs'd th* imperial race: 
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Low droop'd their manes, and their large brows, 


drawn down, 1 | 
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O'erhung their bury'd eyes, and hid em in a froun.— 
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Yet, throu gh that hour, for thee, of deepeſt night, | 
Thy ſpirit ſhot a ray of ſplendid light! 
Refuſing thus to fall, thy ſtruggling mind 


Roſe againſt Fate - rebellious - unreſignd— 
So hard it ſtrain'd to hold the iſſuing life, 
It wreſtled with a half-prevailing ftrife ! 

The mighty pride detain'd the fleeting breath, 
Kindled new ſoul, and animated death 


Eager for fight, e'en in that fainting hour, 
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Thine eyes fought on, when nerve could act no 
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more. 
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And when th' unconquer'd foul was wholly fled, 


— 
— — 


Still low'r'd thy fierce remains, and threaten'd ſtill 
tho” dead! 


—— 


So ſome brave warrior, whoſe diſtinguiſh'd ſword 
Had many a laurel reap'd, to grace its lord ; 
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| Whoſe boſom, printed with hiſtoric ſcars, 

Records the glorious ſtory of his wars; 

By Vict'ry, long his friend, at length forſook, 

Raging in death, reſents the fatal ſtroke : 

Hard ſtrives his tottering frame to reach the foe, 

Ere yet he fall, to lay his conqueror low : 

Of feebleneſs impatient, he contends 

With mighty Fate, and looks of fury ſends: 

Fierce he devours his foe with ardent eyes 

But the brave act his failing arm denies. 

Stung by remembrance of his former deeds, 

The falling hero bluſhes as he bleeds: 

His face, while yet a ſpark of ſoul remains, 

Receives the mounting crimſon from his veins ; | 

As weak and weaker burns life's languid flame, 

Faint and more faint appears the fading ſhame; | 

The ſtately ſpirit ſcornfully retires, / | 

And, with his dying breath, the ſoldier's pride ex- 

pires. 


Vet, vanquiſh'd beaſt, this ſoothing requiem 
hear 85 

Thy fall is honour'd by the public tear. 

Thy ſavage grandeur civil glory knew; 

The foreſt's king the city's favourite grew. 
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And chief let this conſole thy ſullen ſhade; 

Midſt all th' innumerous tribes of beſtial dead, 
Of coſtlieſt race, that bit the ſcenic plain, 

An unlamented heap of vulgar ſlain, 

(Oh, proud diſtinction to thy memory ſſiow n) 
Great Cæſar's ſigh adorns thy death alone. 
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WRITTEN ON VISITING THE GARDENS AT 


VERSAILLES... 


ISEE it not. where is the ſylvan ſcene ? 

A fabric, tender, flexile, moiſt, and green * 

Whoſe ſweetly pointleſs lines and blander dies 

Nouriſh, with mild regale, the ſuited eyes ? 

Lo! all around is rigid, dry, and brown 

Unfruitfulneſs in ſtate! a pomp of ſtone ! 

Where verdure, lovelieſt work of Light, ſhould 
bloom, 555 

Flowers deck the ground and breathe the chaſte per- 

fume, 5 | 

Broad fteril walks their duſty plain expand, 

In all the majeſty of ſize and ſand! 

Where frolic trees ſhould wave their pliant boughs, 

Unbending ſtatues ſleep in lifeleſs rows. 

Each fairer, freer work of Nature, here, 

Spoil'd of its freedom, is no longer fair. 

Hard rules the cramp'd, uneaſy forms confine, 

Nor leave the puniſh'd eye one lawleſs line : 
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No ſtroke enlarg'd from rigorous order ſtrays; 

No part appears that wantons and that plays: 
Grandeur, grave Power, reſtricts the ſcene around, 
Checks all its ſmiles, and prims the ſolemn ground. 
Imperial Might hath toil'd, with vaſt expence, 

To give the tortur'd ſight complete offence ; 

To bid a labour'd blank of grace appear, 

Superbly pleaſureleſs, and trimly drear ! 


True taſte precluding, how ſhould boaſtful Pride 
E'er learn the lovely art, her art to hide? 
Her only aim is all her art to ſhow ; 3 
Or who her garden's wond'rous coſt could know ? 
Unanxious to adorn the ſcene by ſtealth, 
No wit ſhe uſes, all ſhe ſpends is wealth. 
Studious her ample treaſures to reveal, 
Nature alone ſhe labours to conceal. 
Each native bent to beauty N ature ſhows, 
Inſtant ſhe croſſes, eager to oppoſe : 
Thee, Nature, thee, the vulgar awe to raiſe, 
Perverſe, ſhe thwarts in all thy graceful ways! 
The free- made waters, her abhorr'd control 
Shuts up in baſons, and forbids to roll; N 
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Or toſs d in air, with harſh, tyrannic force, 


Their ſtream purſues a ſtrange diſtorted courſe; 
As flame ſpires upward, her fantaſtic fount 
” Compels the cadent element to mount ; 
Like ſparks toward heaven, the drops aſpiring fly, 


And upright currents ſhoot into the ſky ! 


The joyleſs eye, with fruitleſs longing, roves 


 Oftrtheftif grounds, for lines which Nature loves. 


Where is her careleſs, ſweetly devious way, 
Where Pleaſure's followers long delight to ſtray ? 
To emulate the city's ſtraighteſt ſtreet, 

Shap'd to aſſiſt the haſte of buſy feet, 

The lengthen'd rule is levell'd to define 

Each rigid walk's long rectitude of line. 


Lo! the ſhorn woods no rich luxuriance wear, 
Lopp'd of their ſhade, to form a ſylvan ſquare ! 
No eaſy ſwells, without, the ſenſe delight; 


With ſharpeſt edge each corner wounds the fight? 


The paths, within, in anſwering angles made, 
Conduct thro! galleries of level ſhade ; 
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| Whoſe even leaves their wainſcot-plain diſplay, 
And their green ceiling's flat defence from day : | 
All ſeems the work, ſo ſet is every part, 
Not of the gard'ner's, but the maſon's art. 


If from right lines the formal ſcenery ſwerve, 
"Tis ne'er in eaſy Beauty's wanton curve: 
When ſuffer'd thence to rove, the flaviſh line, 
Thro' all its courſe, the compaſſes confine; _ 
Round rolls the ſtroke with mathematic care, 
All centre-bound, exactly circular: 

No ſportive way it takes, at large and free, 

No gambol plays of freakful liberty, 

But all conſtrain'd, with ſtrict precifion errs, 
And, to the point from whence it fallied, fteers. 
So pris'ners, when allow'd a while to ſtray, 

A jealous follower watches all the way ; 

In a ſmall round their ttraiten'd footſteps move, 
And as they reft, in cuſtody they rove ; 

A little hour the captive wanderers roam, 


Then back to jail again dejected come. 


That power deſpotic hath obey'd no bound, 
Is all I note in all this vaunted ground. 
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Lo! with the lovely forms of right and fair 
How comprehenſive is its impious war | 

The human ſcene could not alone contain 

The o'erflowing rage of its unrighteous reign ; 
E'en thy green kingdom, Nature, it invades, 
And ſways a tyrant-ſcepter o'er the ſhades : 
The murd'rous knife, with rural ſweets at war, 
Relentleſs hath refus'd one charm to ſpare; 
I hear the Genius moan, as round I rove, 

Of each methodically wounded grove; 

And to the peaſant's wail, and priſoner's ſigh, 
The bleeding Dryad joins her plaining cry. 

No Graces here in ſprightly meaſures move, 
Their fetter'd feet oppoſe the dance they love: 
Oppreſſive Art erects her iron throne, 

And injur'd Nature mourns her freedom gone. 
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ON VISITING THE GARDENS OF 


ERMENONVILLE. 


Rura mihi et rigui placeant in vallibus amnes, 
Flumina amem ſylvaſque inglorius. O ubi campi=— . 
O qui me gelidis in vallibus Hæmi 2 
Siſtat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra |! VI. 


Hair, beauteous grounds where Nature teigns 

the queen, E 
And Art, her modeſt handmaid, ſerves unſeen! 
Eſcap'd from Pride's clipt ſhades and cary'd alcove 
Mine-eyes, refreſh'd, dwell on the ſhapes they love. | 
The friends of Nature here delighted trace 
All her encourag'd world of blooming grace! 
With ſweet conſent, t' enrich the bleſt retreat, 
Here all her amiable forms are met 
No tyrant law, in theſe elyſian plains, 
Her inclination to be fair reſtrains: 
Priſons her waters, and curtails her trees, 
And robs her eaſy works of all their eaſe. 
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For trim parterre, and ranks of marſhal'd flowers, 
Long, uninflected paths, and formal bowers, | 
Landſcapes, that earth's ſpontaneous ſmiles appear, 
That look as careleſs, tho” effects of care, 
Include whate'er luxurious eyes require, 
And rich completion of delight inſpire 
The ground, whoſe outline playful Fancy drew, 
With pleaſing change of ſurface charms the view : 
Now heaves in hills, in valleys now deſcends, 
Now in the mead's expanded plain extends. 
The woods, which no obdurate ſteel bereaves, 5 
Swell on the eye with all their wealth of leaves; 
In whoſe wide realm of ſhadows, while we ſhun 
The dazaling regions of the ſummer's ſun, 
(Save that ſome {lender lines of golden light 
Pierce through the porous ONS "and | ſpeck the 
night) „„ „ 

The walk that fweetly rambles, pleas'd, we find, 
And our green way, with blifsful error, wind: 
The ſinuous paths, by Beauty taught to twine, 
Curl all along their undulating line: 
The alley's leafy walls, a wavy veil, 

From the pleas'd 8 the GA ſcene conceal; | 
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Each rounded turn renews the ſweet ſurpriſe, 
And a freſh bowery view delights the eyes 


The unforc'd water, licens'd here to ſtray, F 


Purſues its native, roving, downward way: 
Now, in the riyer, rolls an ample tide, 


And wreaths, thro' funny meads, its azure pride: 


Now, in cool ſtreamlets, all retir'd it roams, 
And lends its flowing grace to ſylvan glooms ; 


In gentle lapſe through the deep umbrage led, 


Along a ſweetly rude and craggy bed, 
Whoſe rugged ſtones, objected to the tide, 
With tuneful interruption break its glide ; 
While oft, to vary its wild-tinkling ſong, 

| Downa rough ſtair the current drops along, 
And ſooths the ear, amid the ſilent ſhades, 
With lulling warblings of minute caſcades : 
Now, all impetuous ruſhing from on bigh, 
Sublime, it ſtrikes th* aſtoniſh'd ear and eye: 


In foaming cadence, and with thund'ring ſound, 


The liquid ruin tumbles to the ground ! 


Fair Novelty exhauſts her needful power, 
To ſtay the wings of Pleaſure's fleeting hour; 
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Repair, with freſh ſupply, the joys of ſight, | 
And keep from languiſhing the long delight: | 
Onward we wander with unwearied eyes, 
And hail ſucceſſive pictures as they riſe ! 
Sweet objects, made by union yet more ſweet, 
In each harmonious compoſition meet : ; 
While each fair landſcape, from its happy place 
In the juſt ſeries, draws a fairer grace; 
Contraft to every charm freſh magic gives, 
And beauty, beauty pleaſingly relieves. 
Here, the rich, brilliant ſcene allures the view, 
That aſks of morning beams each ſprightlier hue ; 
Where living imagery conſtant moves | 
Mid the ſtill lovelineſs of plains and groves; 
Gracing the piece, the village-path appears, 
Unceaſing trod by ruſtie paſſengers ; 
The peaſant, chanting many an airy ſong, 
His humble beaſt of burden guides along ; 
The flock and herd the plodding keeper drives, 
And all around the glowing landſcape lives! 
Now, to a different view our ſteps repair, 
And hail the form of calmer Beauty there; 
That wooes the ſun, flow lapſing from his height, 
To clothe her placid ſcene in gentler light ; 
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Delicious quietude here ſooths the breaſt, 
Of power to lull e'en troubled ſouls to reſt ; 
Here penſive Revery would chooſe her ſeat, 
When ſhe would all the excluded world forget, 
Stunn'd by its noiſe, to this ſtill region ſteal, 
And all the luxury of ſilence feel 


Rival of Arcady | where'er we range, 
Thy ſweets enchant us in an endleſs change 
By thee, e en Clifden's bower, and Hagley's pride, 
And Shenſtone's ſimpler ſhades, are all outvied - 
Whate'er of rapture Eden's ſelf could give, 
From thy rich ſcenes the gladden'd eyes receive 


One only image, mid the beauteous groves, 
Tranſport's wild burſt oppoſes and reproves; 
Dims with a ſudden dew the ſparkling eye, 
And aſks from Ecſtaſy herſelf a ſigh | 
There ſleeps he *, Nature! ah, for ever loſt ! 
Of all mankind who lov'd thine image moſt ! 


* Rouſſeau; whoſe tomb then ſtood in the middle of a groupe of 
poplars, on a ſmall: iſland fituated in a beautiful lake: a ſpot, to 
which he was partiaularly attached when living, and ia which it was 
his defire to be interred. | 
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Where all thy faireſt features charm our eyes, 
Jo thine aſſembled beauties blind he lies 
Alone in death, who lov'd to live alone, 
See where ſequeſter'd ſtands the hermit- ſtone * 
As his ſhy aſhes ſought mankind to fly, 
Recluſe in ſhades, the lonely relics lie. 
Ohh ſocial ſolitary | warm to embrace, 
And ſwift to ſhun, our dear, but dreaded, race! 
Amid the kind you loy'd averſe to live, 
Of all the world the friend and fugitive ! 
Accept this ſigh from one thy page hath charm'd, 
With various power, illumin'd, melted, warm'd! 
But, ah | the mood thy memory inſpires, 
Other than this exulting ſcene requires: 
Not now the time, (till then the drops ſhall ſtay,) 
Due to thy moving tomb, the tears to pay: | 
While gaudy day his flaring luſtre flings ; 
While to the ſun the ſhouting landſcape ſings ; 
And Nature, all ornate, and drefs'd in noon, 
Forgets thy grave, and laughs around the ſtone. - 
This pride of flow'rs that decks the feſtive ground; 
This plumy revelry that warbles round ; 
This inſect- joy on painted wings that plays, 
Flirting and glittering in the ſplendid blaze ; 
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Of all that lives this ſportful jubilee, . | {it 
11 meets the Gab ni den would ll o'r des a Fil 
Let me attend, oh lov'd, lamented ſhade 5 1 ö 
| 
| 


> Sr 


Till the bright colours of the landſcape fade: Hi 
Then, when the joyous glare of wanton day, ö 
Unſocial with my ſorrow, dies away; 

When theſe gay plains a graver aſpect wear, 
And the condoling ſcene my gloom ſhall ſhare ; 
When ſolemn ſhades qorrect theſe gladſome meads, 
O'er this vaſt wood when ebon darkneſs ſpreads, 
And its high theatre of double ni ght 

The moon behind ſurmounts with milky light ; 
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When her ſoft rays the mournful ile illume, 
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Thro' the dark trees appears the ſnow-white tomb, 
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On the calm grave the tranquil beams repoſe, 
And the ſmooth lake the placid ſilver ſhows ; | 
When thus the ſombrous radiance, meekly bright, 5 


Suits the mild picture to the ſad delight; 
When mute is every beaſt, and every bird, 
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Nor voice of man, nor ſound of aught is heard; ol 

But all things lull'd in ſympathetic fleep, ; 1 4 

Still as thy duſt, congenial ſilence keep; | 1 1 

With muſing Sorrow's penſive mood accord, 1 

Revere the ſacred grief, nor ſpeak a word: | | |! 
| I 4 
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Thus ſooth'd and aided by the aſſociate ſcene, 

Conſenting all without, with all within; 

Then full of thee, ſweet ſage! ſhall ſoftly riſe, 

Sole breath that ſtirs, my lengthen'd ſtream of Gghs; 

Down o'er my check, uncheck'd, the dews ſhall 
flow, es e 

Of undiſturb'd, undiffipated woe; 

My debt of tender thought be amply paid, 

And with full ſorrows ſatisfied thy ſhade | 


* 
« 


ON THE GENERAL COMPLACENCY WITH WHICH | 


INFANTS ARE CONTEMPLATED. 


Wuxxcx the delight, ſweet Infancy, 
That each fond eye derives from thee ? 
Each feature of thy face is fair ; 

But not a line of ſoul is there : 

No ſentiment thoſe eyes diſplay ; 

Nor Fancy's flame, nor Judgment's ray ; 
All void they roll, the blanks of mind, 
Nor wit, nor wiſdom, there I find : 
Nor in their vacant circle lie 

Or friendſhip, or philanthropy ; 

In thy contracted boſom's ſpace 
Scarce e en thy mother holds a place: 

| Yet each fond eye, ſweet Infancy, 

Delights to bend its look on thee. 


I bluſh to tell the reaſon why ; 
] bluſh for frail Humanity. 
So oft the ſenſe that time ſupplies 
Proves but capacity of vice; 
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A power to love and to believe 
Th' illuſions that to wrong deceive ; 
A mental light that baſely ſhines, 
To guide the ſteps of dark deſigns; 
A miner's lamp, low paths to light, 
Deeds under ground, the works of night; 
We turn from vice-encumber'd ſenſe, 
To ſmile on empty innocence. | 


Ah, fay,—when man has mind attain d, 
What has the ripen'd creature gain'd ? 
What are the lines of thought he wears? 
Furrows of dark, uncomely cares. 
Now that it ſpeaks, what ſays his eye? 
Perhaps it looks the ſilent lie; | 
Or ugly Pride deforms its glance ; 

Or Envy bends its ray aſkance ; 

' Or plotting Malice knits the brow, 
And o'er the darken'd ball draws low ; 
Or open Fury's dreadful glare, 
Darting fierce ſparkles, lightens there ! 


This ſcene of things, indignant, ſcan, 
See Man, throughout, the peſt of Man! 


Win | 123 

On yon cane-planted cluſtering ſhores, 
Round which the weſtern billow roars, 
That whip, whoſe laſh fo loud reſounds, 
"Tis MAN that lifts, tis MAx it wounds 
The wretch in that dark room who pines, 
»Tis not Diſeaſe, tis MAN confines! 

| Thoſe corſes yonder plain that ſtrew, 

| "Twas MAN, and not the tiger, flew ! 

Fir'd cities blacken heaven with ſmoke; 

"Twas MAN's red light'ning dealt the ſtroke, 


Eager, or gold, or power to gain, 
What moral checks his heat reſtrain? 
Onward with furious haſte he ſpeeds, 
And cares not over whom he treads. 
When Force denies her open aid, 
He aſks of Fraud her coward ſhade. 
What traps to catch his coming prey, 
Wily he lays athwart the way ! 

See him, to win his ſordid aim, 
Profaning Friendſhip's hallowed name ! 
If to be ſervile ſpeed his ends, 

How low the ſervile ſpirit bends ! 
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124 MISCELLANIES. 

See godlike man, e erect and tall, 
Into an abj ect reptile fall 

The meanneſs that degrades his heart 
Spreads vileneſs o'er each tainted part, 
His limbs, his tongue, his face, his eyes; 
He bows, and crawls, and ſmiles, and lies ! 
In Traffic's ſphere, that ſchool of ſnares, 
Extolling, good or ill, his wares, 

He learns the credulous to cheat, 

With | mooth and eloquent deceit. 

Each rival ſtirs his fierceſt hate; 

To work his fall, he lies in wait; 
Aſſaſſin-like, with ſecret blow, 
He lays his wounded fortunes low. 

If, born to lift ambitious eyes, 

He ſeeks in myſtic courts to riſe, 

Of his dark breaſt each ſhrouded thought 
Is wrapt in all the ſhades of plot : 

He walks, a gloomy foe to light, 

| Obſcene of mind, a man of night. 

If gold, deriv'd from human ills, 
(Heart-ſteeling ſource !) his coffer fills, 
Thoſe ills he views with gliſtening eyes 
Exulting hails them as they rife ! 
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And, acting all we paint of hell, 
Attempts their mournful ſum to ſwell ! 
If adding clouds to clouded laws, | 
And whitening o'er the blackeſt cauſe, - 
His ſtream of affluence ſupply ; 

Sworn foe of beauteous amity, 

He ſmiles on all the broils of life, 

And feeds, like Diſcord's fiend, the ſtrife ! 
Or if he draw his growing wealth 
From others loſs of valued health, 
The ſickening crowd with joy he ſees; 
Far more their foe than their diſeaſe ! 
More ſwift to ſpoil them than relieve, 
Leſs {kill'd to ſave them than deceive, 
By other arts than thoſe that heal, 

He builds on human woes his weal. 
See, when of wealth or power poſſeſt, 
What hateful pafhons ſtain his breaſt ! 
Mark the proud ſcorn that falls his eye, 
As dowerleſs Virtue paſſes by : | 
Behold the human ſpirit broke 

Beneath his hard, domeſtic yoke | 
'Or, rais'd to yet more wide command, 


And made the lord of all the land, 
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126 MISCELLANIES. 

View him uprear his lofty head, 
And on a proſtrate nation tread, N 
Their hands with iron fetters bind; 
With prejudice enchain their mind ; 
Studious to lengthen Error's ſhade, 
Forbid the light of Truth to ſpread ; | 
Leaſt by that light the ſlaves ſhould ſee, 
They are not what they ought to be. 


Hence the delight, ſweet Infancy, 
That each fond eye derives from thee. 
Though no auguſt, illuſtrious gueſt 
Vouchſafe to lodge within thy breaſt ; 
Though Virtue's azure mantle, there, 
Nor Truth with ſunſhine-veſt appear ; 
Yet there we mark, with mild delight, 
The Maid that wears the robe of white. 


From ſtain thy ſpotleſs heart is free: 
No tongue hath ill to tell of thee. 

Nor crimes remembered bid thee weep, 
Nor crimes projected break thy ſleep. 
No ſordid paſſions odious heat 
Hath made, as yet, thy breaſt its ſeat. 


This world, our vice ſo dark hath made, | 
Owes, yet, to thine no added ſhade, 
*Mid the wide ſcene of barbarous deeds, 
No wound, of thy inflicting, bleeds. 
Not one of all the injur'd throng 
Calls thee the author of his wrong, 
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No wretch, to want and flayery born, 
Hath had from thee a look of ſcorn ; 
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| 

Or dropt the proud indignant tear, | | 
Tine inſolence of rule to bear; De 1 
Or, with ſucceſsleſs plaint, implor'd il 
A morſel from thy loaded board. | 
No falſehood in that aſpect ſmiles ; 
Thoſe lips no adulation oils; | 
Thy guileleſs eyes thine heart declare; 3 
Index of all that paſſes there: : 

No phyſiognomy we need, | 

Thy boſom's bottom clear to read. 
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For this, each eye, ſweet Infancy, 
Delights to bend its look on thee ! | 
Since ſtronger ſouls their ſtrength employ, 
And ftrain their powers but to deſtroy; 
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128 MISCELLANfES. 
Complacence turns her view from Hence ; 
To feebleneſs and innocent. 

Since vigorous falcons tyrants are, 

The hovering terror of the air; 

Since eagles dip their beaks in blood, 
And make their meal on throbbing food; 
From them the falling eye of Love 
; Drops to the weak, but harmleſs dove. 


It glads AﬀeRtion's ſoul to ſee 

The ſharers of her ſmile agree : 
And he whoſe heart from blot is clear, 
And to whoſe boſom both are dear, 

(What ſeldom long remain allied, 

What life's fell ſcenes too ſoon divide,) N 

Is pleas'd to catch, while yet he can, 
United, innocence and man. 
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As late I ſtray d, with careleſs ſtep, 
And raptur'd eye, o'er hills and plains; 
Sudden a ſylvan, cool retreat 
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A while my roving foot detains. 
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The trees, in ſcatter'd cluſters, ſpread 
Their green relief from ſummer's blaze ! VV᷑ | 
The feather'd concourſe throng'd the ſhade, TOTS; | 
Chanting their wild and choral lays. 
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Sweet glades the leafy glooms divide 7 _ 
With pleaſing intervals of, light; „ 
While the rich landſcape' 8 diſtant pride, SN | 

| This" happieſt inlets, reach'd the * i | = | 
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Each beauteous flower around me W INE 7 | 

That &'er in Nature s garden blows : — OY | | 

No buſh without i its woodbine grew; 1 TE 
On every | bramble bluſh'd the roſe. | „„ lj 
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13 MISCELL.AWTES. * 
4e Relic of ancient Paradiſe ! 
In mercy left !”? entranc'd I ſaid: | 


Here, here ſhall reſt my wand ring eyes; 
| And here my wand'ring limbs be ld. 


Reclin'd, I gaze with tranſport round, & 
All to romantic thought refign'd ! 
| Enchantment ſeems to bleſs the ground, 
And fweet enthuſiaſm wraps my mind! 


Soothing, Arcadian dreams ariſe, 
Of nymphs, and ſwains, and love-carv'd trees, 1 
. And bowers and garlands, lutes and ſighs, 
And paſtoral innocence and peace. 


Now o'er fair Venus” vernal court, | 
Scene of delight, my fancy roves ; 
And ſees the Loves and Graces ſport 
*Mong myrtle ſhades, and caſſia groves. 


Sudden, the flowery viſion flies ! 
The Loves outfpread their purple wings, 
And ſpeed their flight with piercing cries ; 
While Horror round his ſhadow flings! 
8 1 


THE CONTRAST. 137 
In part conceal'd by yonder bough, 
A form that raiſes muſings drear, | 
| Now ſtrikes mine eye, that not till nor 
Had turn'd its glance attentive there. | 


Long to the ſhuddering trav'ller ſnown, 

Lo! the black chain of infamy! | 
And lo! the laft, dry, crumbling bone 
Of bim the laws condemn'd to die 


Say, what dire omens curs'd thy birth, 
Oh born, unbleſt, to ſad deſpair ? | 


Say, for what crime, outcaſt from earth, „„ 
Thus grimly ſepulehred in air? 


My penſive breaſt, and thence expel 
All lightſome forms of gentle joy; 
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Ye ſmiling images, farewel] 


Dire ſcenes ſucceed: The: tragic Blade 
Gleams horrible thro? night's dun gloom ! - 
And Murder, ſhrouded in-the ſhade, 

Steals ſoft along th' invaded room 
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132 - MISCELLANTES. 

And now I view the trembling ſteet, 
While clos'd in fleep the victim's eye, 
With hurried thruſts, deep gaſhes deal! 
The wretch-awakes ! awakes to die! 


ReveaPd by morn, the midnight deed 
Suſpends the pale diſcoverer's breath ! 
J hear the ſcream of horror ſpread! 

I fee the purple couch of death! 


The murderer flies; but flies in vain; 
Seiz'd by the outſtretch · d arm of Law: 
The ſullen priſoner clanks his chain, 
| Laid hopeleſs on the ſcatter'd ſtraw. 


Oh, hateful cloſe ! ſenſe-withering ſight ! 
See God's ſcath'd image mould'ring there: 
The ſeat of Reaſon's holy light 
Debas'd the fowls of heaven to ſcare t- 


Oh, iron ſtate of rude mankind } 
Thou human thing, of man accurſt, 
What virtues would have warm'd thy mind, 
Had ſcenes of kindlier influence nurſt! 
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THE CONTRAST. 


| Society's deſerted child | 
From her neglect thine errors flowed : 


She left thine heart untrain'd and wild, 
Nor paid the Mother's cares ſhe owed. 


Heedleſs within thee to inſtil 

Of juſt and right perceptions clear, 

| She but proclaim'd her lordly will, 
And call'd no paſſion forth but fear. 


Each riſing ſcene of opening life 
To thy deluded fancy ſhowed, 


For gold, one feveriſh, maddenirs; ſtrife, 


As gold contain'd all human good. 


The bloated ſons of Luxury, 
With coſtly fare, to ſurfeit fed, 


Met, on each fide, thine envious eye, 


And fir'd thy with for more than bread. 


Thou ſaw'ſt ReſpeR's uplifted eyes 

The rich, whate'er their crimes; adore, 

Thou faw'ſt the rich the poor deſpiſe, 

And thee deſpiſe for being poor. | 
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134 ; MIScELLANIES. 
Thou ſaw'ſt the great ones of the globe 
Jo their too much yet adding more; | 
Array'd in robes of honour rob, 
And deluge fields with ſeas of gore. 


Thou knew'ſt that, on their blood-ſtain'd plain, 
In dying anguiſh MILLIONS groan ! | 
And, thy more humble ends to gain, 

Thine arm was rais d to murder one. 


Then they, whoſe ill tuition ſowed, 
(Too quick of growth) the baneful ſeed, 2; 
The plant with fierce intolerance mowed, | 


Becauſe it prov'd a noxious weed ! 


And was it here, oh, heavy doom 

Thou bad'ſt the beauteoys. day adieu? 
And wore the earth this gladſome bloom ? 
And wore the heav'ns this cloudleſs blue ? 


Oh Death |: more gloomy look'd thy ſhade 
To the ſad exile from the light, 
| As in this ſcene the wretch ſurvey'd 
Whate'er can charm the rayiſh'd fight! 
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The firſt offender thus his eye 
Oꝰer Eden's forfeit beauties ue: | 
And, heaving ſorrow's deepeſt feb, 1 | 5 | 
Breath d to his bowers a long adieve 
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Ve who direct the ſocial flake, © _ : R 
Which tauntingly ye civil call} © © | _ © 
Who whip the crimes yourſelves create. 
Yourſelyes moſt criminal of al! _ _ 7 
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Irreverent of life's. ſacred flame, 
Who, when a wretch your law has brake, 
Without one effort to reclaim, - . 
Reprove by ſtern deſtructionꝰs firoke ! 1 
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Cannot the city's ample room 
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Your polity's dark frowns confine, 
T hat thus they ſpread their angry gloom, 
Where lovelieſt Nature ſmiles benign? 


— ——— — 


And fail thy ſhades, ſweet Solitude, 


From focial ills to ſcreen my view? 
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Here muſt the odious forms intrude ? | 


Hitber my tortur'd eye purſue ? 
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136  - MISCELLANIES. 


Oh, violation moſt profane! 


That thus disfigures ſcenes like theſe ; 
And fills each gentler breaſt with pain, 
Where all around conſpires to pleaſe ! 


Hither, ye erring rulers, come; 
O' er this bland picture roll your eyes; 
Obſerve how ſoft the landſcape's bloom 
The tender azure of theſe ſkies | 


Inſtructed in this genial ſchool, 
Mellow your crude, inclement plan: 
Copy mild Nature's gentle rule, 

And learn, like her, to ſmile on man. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. | | 118 


$$ 


On Pity! maid of warm, diſſolving ſoul ! 


Whole lips effuſe one ſoft, unceaſing figh; ; I 
Whoſe eyes o'er all the world of miſery roll, | 8 
With tendereſt dews nd and ne'er a moment ö | 
= NP : wah. I! 
Turn OP gaze to yon untimely tomb; i | 
There, where that yew tree throws its night of ] 1 
Black ning the ſcene with a religious gloom ; | |Þ 
Anthelia's faded forma tis there that 5 have laid, | |; N 
Say, haſt thou ſeen, and haſt thou ſorrow ing . j | 4 
Kill'd by the eaft, a beauteous roſe-bud die, ul 
Juſt as the red peep'd thro” the parting green, | | x 
Forbid t' unrol its bluſh to Expectation's eye? | f 
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138 MISCELLANIES, 


Say, haſt thou view'd, and haſt thou — to 
view, 5 
Dark, envious clouds eclipſe the orient ray, 
And, ſwift the reign of Darkneſs to renew, 
In ſhades untimely veil the roſy youth of Day? 


Ober loſt Anthelia's turf then drop thy tear: 
Then ſigh thy ſorrows o'er Anthelia's ſtone : 
For faireſt roſe - bud never bloom'd fo fair 
For morning's lovelieſt beams ne'er half fo lovely 
ſhone! | 


By ſwift privations Heay'n her patience prov'd; 
Full ſoon each parent's wing withdrew its ſhade : 
She ſaw diſeaſe conſume whom moſt ſhe lov'd: 
She felt its ſtealing power her own frail, form in- | 

vade. . | 


* That form was fair: but drew no borrow'd grace 

From aught that Faſhion's glitt'ring daughters 
wear: | 

Fated, fair ſufferer was thy bene face 

To be ſet off alone by forrow'sgliſtering tear. | 


| ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 139 


In Miſery's ſchool the docile pupil ſat: 


Death ſnatch'd her friends, and Health her youth 


Yet not a whiſper once complain'd of fate, 


Heav'n ſtay d herleaning heart, and Peace becalm'd 


her look. 


Mid life's black aa: 1 angry fires that 
fling 
At each fair bough where man's fond heart would 
Bt: 
On which the wanderer hopes to reſt its wing, - 
And build its neſt of joys, and carol its delight; by 


Thy foot, white dove, Religion's laurel found: 
Fixt on that hal low d branch, ſerene, and ſafe, 
Thou faw'ſt the harmleſs light'nings play around; 
Aſſur'd, no lawleſs flaſh durſt ſinge the holy leaf. | 
Say, Death, thou never pauſing conqueror, fay, | 
A brighter ſpoil did e'er thy trophy boaſt ? 

. Ye ſhining tenants of eternal yt 

When dida fairer minde er reach your bliſaful coaſt 
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14⁰ 1 MISCELLANIES. 


Deſcend, ſome radiant ſeraph, from the Mies, 
Deſcend, and tell us how Anthelia ſings: | 
Paint the high rapture kindling in her eyes 
Say with how fweet a touch ſhe en her ſound- 
ing ſtrings. 


Fond Fancy! ceaſe. Anthelia's fame to raiſe, 
The Jabouring muſe, with vain ambition, tries: 
Anthelia hears not the aſpiring praiſe ; 

' Loft in the grander note of loud-acclaiming ſkies. 


Living, ſhe lov'd each chaſte and ſimple grace; 
Let no vain ſculpture tell where low ſhe lies: 
Thy modeſt violet, Nature, deck the place; 
More elegant than all that toiling Art ſupplies. 


Oſt to the ſpot domeſtic ® Grief repairs, 

In penſive ſolitude to ſooth her care, 

And wet the mournful hillock with her tears ; 

| While Nature's gentle hand Jeady the fair pilgrim 
there. 


A ſurviving fiſter, then ſole jelie of the family. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. * 


Night, to the ſolemn dwellings of the 3 
Had lent its awful ſtillneſs and its gloom; 
And the ſick moon a languid beam diſplay'd; 
When forth ſhe went to weep o'er the accuſtomd 
tomb: 
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Sant 


“Sad Phcebe !”* ſaid ſhe, . doſt thou mourn thy 
wanes: | 1 1 
Ah! mourn for mine: my borrow d joys are gone: 
Of all my full-orb'd bliſs no ray remains, 
To gild the ſad opaque that late ſo ſplendid ſhone ! 


Say, great Eternal, why forbid to blow 
This beauteous gem? oh, tell a wonderer, why! 
While noxious weeds ſo long unwithering grow!“ 


Hark! yonder ſhining form, mild a, from 
the ; 
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* Nor mourn, nor murmur, child of frailty, 
more; 
Nor let thy ſoul in vain > refinches rove: 


Patient attend the hour, when Truth ſhall pout 
A clear unclouded light o'er Heaven's unſullied 
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THE NIGHTINGALE: 


Tux foul of ſong mine ear receives 
Sure, the ſweet Deity of ſound 
To the ſtill grove a leſſon gives, 
And feather'd ſcholars liſten round ! 


The raviſh'd world ſuſpends its s roar : : 
Creation all is mute to hear : 
Wulle artleſs muſic's utmoſt power 
Is pour d in Nature's wondering ear ! 


Pleas'd with her fin gle chantrefs; Night, 
Contented, ſcorns to envy Day; | 
Though countleſs warblers loud unite, 
To fog his all-inſpiring ray. 


Now all the Lee loft in ſhade, 
' And Light forſakes the mourning eye, 
It ſeems as pitying Sound eſſayed 

"His all of ſolace to ſupply. 
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The firſt ſoft riſing of the lay 


So gently pleas'd attention wins, 
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Scarce can the ſtilleſt hearkener ſay, 
When ſilence ends, and voice begins. 
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By fine degrees her tuneful throat 
Attains its ſilver height of ſong; 
Then pours the round, dilated note, + 
And breathes the mellow ſmoothneſs long. 
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So when the heart Ulyſſes ſtole, 
With accents low his lips began ; 
The muſic ſlowly ſwell'd its roll, 
Till in full tides the honey ran. 
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TO A ROBIN, 


- WHOSE NEST HAD BEEN TAKEN OUT OF THE 


AUTHOR'S GARDEN, WHERE IT HAD LONG 
BEEN ACCUSTOMED TO BUILD. 


F 


8 7 : ; . * 5 | : 
SeARE thy reproach, thau more than tongue, 


That little, lively eye ! | 
It was not I that ſtole thy young; 
Indeed it was not I. 


With pleaſure equal to thine own, 


I've watch'd thy tender brood ; 
And mark'd how fondly thou haſt flown, 
To bear them daily food. 


Nor eꝰ en than thine with Teſs delight, 
1 look'd and long' d to ſee, 

The firſt attempts of infant flight, 
With patience taught by thee. 


3 


0 A ROBIN, 


* 


And now that reſtleſs thou doſt rove, 


- 


And with fad note repine, 
' Think not, lorn mourner, that I prove 
1 1 pang leſs Keen than thine. 
Ak, baſe were he, whoſe hand could ſtain 
- Fair hoſpitality, ; 
With act ſo foul as thus to pain 
An harmleſs gueſt like thee, 


# 


4 


Purſue me not from ſpray to ſpray : 
How ſhall I teach my tongue 
Some ſound that may to thee convey, 

I did not do the wrong ? | 


- 
1 


"i U 
Oh, that I knew, ſweet innocent, 
The language of thy kind; 
Or could ſome lucid ſign invent, 
PFitting thy feeble mind! 


This ſpot indignant do not quit; 
Thy confidence replace; 
And here with generous truſt commit, 
Once more, thy tender race. 
; = 
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146 MISCELLANIES' 

For here thy young have oft before 
Securely ſpread the Wing: 

Oh grant my ſhades one trial more, 
Here paſs one other ſpring. 


Meanwhile this comfort I will take, 
Not long thy woes ſhall laſt : 

All hearts but man's ſoon ceaſe to ache: 
Thy griefs ſhall foon be paſt. 


For him, whoſe hand hath broke thy reſt, 
Be this his curſe through life ; | 

A mind, by the mild muſe unbleſt, 
Baſe care and vulgar ſtrife. 


. . 


Lovis. 


LOUISA, 
A SONG. 


As with Louiſa late I fat, 

In yonder ſecret grove, 

How fondly did each boſom beat, 
And pour its tale of love ! 


Eve's tuneful bird, with ſweeteſt lay, 
Inſpir'd the tranquil place: 

_ Eve's ſilver ſtar, with pureſt ray, 

| Beam'd on the chaſte embrace. 


But now the tender ſcene is o'er, 
What tongue my grief can tell? 
In yonder grove I meet no more 


The maid I love fo well! 


Yet ſtill, at evening's cuſtom'd hour, 
With feelings ſadly ſweet, 
I ſeek, in Love's forſaken bower, 
My folitary feat. 
L 2 
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There Philomela's tuneful tongue 
Still ſooths my penſive ear: 
Ah! tis the ſame melodious ſung 
Louiſa loy'd to hear! | | 1 


And till T joy to mark, the while \ 
The ſtar of Venus ſhine ; 

Which ſaw the bluſh, the tear, the ſmile, 
That ſpoke Louiſa mine! 


Her dear idea finely tied 
To each lov'd object there, 
I ſtill behold her at my fide, 
And claſp the ſhadowy fair, 


of 
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8 TO THE SUN, [. 
A®FRAGMENT, . 1 
Written in the Spring. » | 
| 1 

Tuou dazzling ball vaſt univerſe of flame l 5 ; | 
Idol ſublime ! Error's moſt glorious god ! | 
x Whoſe peerleſs ſplendours plead in the excuſe 1 
Of him that worſhips thee, and ſhine away | 
The ſin of pagan knees! whoſe awful orb, | 
Though Truth informs my moreenlightened creed, | 
Almoſt entices my o'er-raviſhed heart | | 
To turn idolator, and tempts my mouth | 
To kiſs my hand before thee. Nature's pride ! | ; 
; Of matter moſt magnificent diſplay ! | | 4 
Bright maſterpiece of dread Omnipotence! | | 
Ocean of ſplendour ! wond'rous world of light | | | 
f Thy ſweet return my kindled lays ſalute. 'N 
Hail, amiable viſion! every eye | | 
Looks up and loves thee ; every tongue proclaims, 1 
„ my N 

& 4 | N 


F 
y 
f 
0 
] 
1 
i 
7 


150 MIscELLANIES. 


'Tis pleaſant to behold thee ; roſy Health, 
And laughing Joy, thy beauteous daughters, play 
Before thy face for ever, and rejoice 
In thine indulgent ray. Nature mourns 
Thine annual departure; in deſpair, 
Like one forſaken by her love, ſhe fits, 
And tears from off her all her gay attire, 
And drowns her face in tears, and languid lies, 
As if of life devoid: but lo, ſhe lives! 
She lives again ! her glorious rover comes, 
To wakeher from her lethargy of woe, 
And warm her into beauty with his ſmile. 


Fountain of inſpiration ! fir d by thee, 
Imagination's ſacred tumults riſe, 


And pour upon the fair, immortal page, 
The ſplendid image and the burning word ! 
Oh hallow'd hour! o'erflowing with delight ! 
Moments of more than earthly ecftaſy ! | 
When the bleſt bard, panting beneath thy rays, 
Feels the fine rapture filently infus'd 
Into his agitated breaſt ; and full 
Of his bright god, with lofty fury raves, 
Celeſtially diſturb'd !-till the ſtrong flames, 

5 | 
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That his whole foul ta heavenly madneſs heat, 
Have ſpent their blaze in all the rage of ſong ! 


Great OConflagratiqn ! whoſe immortal fires, 
With myſtic, everlaſting fewel fed, | 
Flame with a generous fury, flame to ſpread 
Far other ſcene than ſmoaking ruin round, 

Fair flowers and ſmiling verdure, fields that wave 
With yellow wealth, and boughs that ſtoop beneath 
Their bluſhing load, with affluence oppreſt 


Great Father of the ſyſtem! round whoſe 
_ throne, | 

In filial circles all thy children ſhine, 
Exulting in thy kind; paternal ſmile ! 
Well order'd family for ever free 
From jarring ſtrife; harmonious moving on 
In eaſy dance; and calling human Lite 
To liſt the muſic of your ſilent glide, 

And make its ſocial ſyſtem chime like yours. 

Preceptors ſweet of concert and of love 
Had but this noiſy ſcene an ear to learn. 


Or is thy name, The Student's ſacred Lamp, 
| L 4 
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Hips on high, and trimm'd' by Heaven's own. 
hand? Eo tn ah 

By whoſe pure light, more precious to his eye, 

Than that which trembles on his nightly page, 

(Man's puny tome, ) with ſilent joy he reads 

The broad, inſtruẽtive ſheet, which thou haſt held, 

All wiſe Inſtructor | to thy pupil man, 
Through every age. Invaluable book 

In N unrival'd, though but little read 

Fair, faultleſs piece! immortal work of Heaven [ 

Bible of ages] boundleſs word of God 

Writ in a language to all nations known ; 

And, through all time, with care divine, preſerv'd 

From all corrupt interpolations pure. 


* 


Or art thou Nature's Eye, to whoſe keen ſight 
The ſyſtem's utmoſt circle naked lies: 
Oh, tell a curious mortal all thou ſeeſt! 
Say, by what vatious beings tenanted, 
The orbs that borrow thy refulgent blaze ; 
Made of what matter; moulded to what form; 
Bleſt with what organs; with what minds inform'd; 
Spurr'd by what paſſions; on what arts intent; 
Eager in what purſuits ; and by what ties 


TO THE SUN. 1833 


Combin'd :—Oh, ſay, all- ſearching Radiance, ſay, 


(For doubtleſs moral and immortal all,) 
Taught by what diſcipline the generous love 
Of beauteous Virtue; to what duties call'd; 
By what temptations urg'd to act thoſe deeds 
Which ſtain thy day, and by what motives fir'd, 
With moral ſplendours, to outſhine thy beams. 
Say, radiant Witneſs, if around thee move 
A world, on whoſe o'erwatching angels cheek 
There rolls a tear ſo ſad, there glows a bluſh 
Ol hue ſo deep, as our dark ſcene hath caus'd 
In the griev'd Seraph, who this circling earth 


Wheels in her courſe, and with his guardian wing 
O'erſhades from ill? All-ſeeing Splendour, tell, 


{ 


In any other globe that drinks thy rays, 
Swerves moral life, as here it ſwerves, from right? 
Fall elſewhere thy pure beams, as here they fall, 
On ſcenes whoſe colours will not bear the light? 
Seeſt thou, in other ſeats of being, Fraud, 
Induſtrious deceiver, ſpinning fine 

Her artful web of complicated lines, 

To catch Simplibity” s unheedful wing? 

Or meet thy view th' oppreſlive and th proud, 
Who on their fellows look contemptuous down, 
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And o'er them walk, as gti in their path ? 
Or opens, ſhock'd, thy mild, and morning eye | 


Upon the mangled lifeleſs ſhrine that lodg d 


God's holy likeneſs, an immortal mind, 
That for this violation loud arraigns 


One, in the ſame celeſtial image fram'd, 


Who, (foul abuſer of the friendly gloom 
Thy ſeaſonable abſence kindly made, 


| To cheer, by freſhening ſtops, the race of life,) 


Glid to the ſleeper's couch, and ſeal'd his eyes 
In everlaſting ſlumbers; while his own _ 
Abhorr'd thy riſe, and deem'd the bluſhing eaſt 


Lurid and gloomy as the ſhades of death ? 


Or ftalks the murderer forth, and braves the day, 
As in our theatre of ills he ſtalks, 5 
With ſwarms of dire accomplices colleagued, 


Countleſs as locuſts in their blackeſt cloud, 


Of reafoning vermin an o'erwhelming plague ! 
Moſt noxious claſs of all deſtructive things | | 
To whoſe vaſt rage, and arch malignity, 

The living curſes torrid Afric breeds, 


Where quicken'd venom breathes, and monſters 


thrive, 


Are nature's innocence, 5 golden reign 
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Artiſts in miſchief ! keen inventive poſts! Ef 

Before whom all the blooming landſcape ſmiles, 

(Ah, vainly ſmiles, their fury to diſarm !) 

While nought but dreary waſte behind them 
glooms, 

The diſmal veſtige of their withering courſe? 

Or ſtands our hapleſs planet all alone 

And ſingular in folly ? only ſtar, 

Of all thy beams inumine, where thy lamp 

Riſes to light the ugly works of Viee, 

Or ſets to veil them from Detection's eye? 

Eccentric orb, in whoſe wild ſcene alone, 


The beams of intellectual radiance ſhine, 
And ſhine not all benignly like thine own? 


Or wilt thou tell, of thy revolving ſpheres, 
W hich wears the bays of genius? whoſe quick ſons 
Have ſhot, with fartheſt wing, into the field 
Of Nature's works; or moſt ſublimely ſoar'd, 
On eagle pinions, to that Parent-Sun, 
At whoſe eternal glories thine were lit N 
Say, haſt thou ſeen a creature's compaſs take 


An ampler ſweep over the dread immenſe, 
Than that which turned obedient to the hand 
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Of him we NREwrTOoN name, our earth's proud 
boaſt ? i 

Or, in which world of this our neighbourhood, 

Hath there been wav'd a wand of mightier call , 

Than ourrenown'd, immortal SHAKESPEAR mov'd 

Oer Nothing's vaſt profound, and ſaid, Let be, 

And, lo, it was! lo, a bright univerſe 

Of great and fair, of tranſports, and of woes, 

And charming fears! in bards or ſages, ſay, 

Which is the ball that bears away the prize !— 
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TO A CANARY BIRD. Þ 
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ON LEAVING A FAVOURITE CANARY BIRD 


i __ 


WHICH THE "AUTHOR KEPT AT COLLEGE« 
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Muse thou, ſweet bird, no more thy maſter cheer? 
Neo more ſhall I thine artleſs chantings hear ? 
Oh ſkill'd in muſic's pure ſimplicity ! 
How have my tranquil hours been bleſt by thee ! 
When tir'd with efforts of laborious thought, 
Sooth'd were my languors by thy ſprightly note : 
When borne on Poeſy's ſwift-ſailing wing, 
To ſome fair ſcene, all paradiſe and ſpring, 
Liſtening to thee, I felt the ſcene more fair, 
And with a wilder tranſport wander'd there: 
When (by dark, threat'ning clouds a captive 
made) 
I Ggh'd for vernal ſcene, and vocal ſhade, 
While thy domeſtic warblings chas'd my ſpleen, 
I miſs'd nor vocal ſhade, nor vernal ſcene. 
Each day I liſten'd to thy varied ſong, 
Pleas'd with the labours of thy little tongue : 
Sweet was thy ſong, when morning ſhed its ray ; 


Sweet was thy ſong, when evening clos'd the day. 
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When care oppreſs d me, thou could'ſt bid it flee; 
When friends were far, I found a friend in thee. 


The moſt melodious dweller in the grove, 


| Ne'er told in notes fo ſoft its artleſs love. 


Well knows the clear-ton'd blackbird how to ling, 


And with ſweet ſounds to hail the welcome ſpring; 


Charm'd with the ſong, the filent ſwain the while, 
Leans on his ſtaff, and liſtens with a ſmile ; 
Yet muſt the jetty ſongſter's ſweeteſt note 
Yield to the ſtrains that tremble in thy throat! 
Oft have I mark'd the active fky-lark riſe, 
On ſoaring wings, ambitious of the ſkies; 

Oft have I ſtood the aſcending ſong to hear, 


Till the loſt ſongſter leſſen'd into air: 


Much have I prais'd the lively melody 

But more I prize the notes that flow from thee | 
When the fall'n ſun but faintly ſtreaks the ſky, 
And ſofter colours ſooth the penſive eye; 

The plaining chantreſs of the night I love, 
Warbling her ſadneſs to the ſilent grove : 
Thro? the calm air the lone mellifluous ſong 


Pours its full tide of harmony along: 
Low it begins, while all is huſh'd around, 
And gently ſteals from filence into ſound : 
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With gradual riſe aſcends the ſkilful lay, 
Prolongs the liquid ſwell, and lowly melts away. 
Sweet is the ſtrain, as Hammond's tender line; 
Dear is the ſong but not ſo dear as thine * 


Yet ere I go, this honeſt figh receive 
Tis all thy parting maſter has to give. 
Oh! as thy laſt, be thy next owner kind! 
Give him, benignant Heaven, a gentle mind ! 
Each day, with punctual hand, let him beſtow 
 Whate'er of bliſs thy little breaſt can know; 
Thy cheap and ſim ple pleaſures ne'er forget, 
And ſtrive to make thy captive moments ſweet. 
So may kind ſtars on all his wiſhes ſhine ! 
Calm be his breaſt, ſweet ſongſter, calm as thine! 


* The author hopes the reader will not ſuſpe& him of fo ill a 
taſte, even at that juvenile age when this trifle was written, as to 
have preferred the note of a Canary bird to the ſong of the Nightin- 
gale ; but will look upon this humble tribute of praiſe to ſo humble 
a ſubject as flowing from partial attachment to an individual of the 
ſpecies which its ſociety had endeared to him : a feeling, to which 
indulgence is as due, as to that local or perſonal fondneſs, which leads 
us to aſcribe beauties to ſcenes of nature amid whic we have paſſed 
delightful years, or excellencies to characters with whom we have 
long maintained an intercourſe of kindneſs, which no eyes but our 
own are able to diſcover, 
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Flow all his hours like thy melodious lay; 
Smooth and harmonious, let *em glide away. 
Till at the laſt his kindred ſoul ſhall fly, 
Where the ſeraphic minſtrels of the ſky 
Sweep from their ſilver wires immortal harmony. 
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10 A ROBIN 


FRIGHTENED FROM | ITS NEST BY THE 


"1 vv 


AUTHOR'S APPROACH, 


„ 


Fonp, timid creature ! fear not me; 
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Think not I mean to injure thee; 4 85 
I am not come with hard intent, | 
To ſteal the treaſure Heaven hath ſent ; 
Hovering with fond anxiety | 
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Around thine unfledg'd family, 


Fearful and tender as thowart, 
Each ſtep alarms thy failing heart ! 
But let thoſe fluttering plumes lie ſtill, 
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Thoſe needleſs terrors ceaſe to feel | 
Why hop ſo faſt from bough to bough ? 
Thou hear'ſt no hoſtile footſtep now. 
Compoſe thy feathers, eaſe thy fear, 

No cruel purpoſe brought me here : 

I came not rudely to invade — 
The little dwelling thou haſt made; 
ig) To hurt thy fair domeſtic peace, 

And wound parental tenderneſs, 
| M 
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_ Periſh the hand, th' ungentle hand, 

That againſt Nature's loud command, 
Thine humble pleaſures could moleſt, 
And pierce fo innocent a breait, 

And doubly curſt, ſweet red-breaſt, he 
That ſteals thine helpleſs young from thee, 
When cheerleſs, wintry ſcenes appear, 
Thy ſprightly ſong well-pleas'd we hear ; 
And he that robs thee of thy young | 
But ill repays that ſprightly ſong: 

Kind Heaven protect thy tender brood ! 
Secret and ſafe be their abode ; ; 

Let no malign, exploring eye 

The little tenement deſcry. 

Still may thy fond, aſſiduous care 

Thine offspring unmoleſted rear: 

Teach them, like thee, to ſpread the wing, 
And teach them too, like thee, to bing. 
And may each pure felicity | 

That birds can feel, be felt by thee. 

When gloomy winter ſhall appear, 

And clouds deform the weeping year; 
When cold thy little frame ſhall chill, 
And piercing hunger thou ſhalt feel; 
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TO A ROBIN. 


Some gentle manſion let thee come, 


ial ſhelter may'ſt thou find 
And peck the hoſpitable crumb ;- 


hes, 


Some gen 


Till ſpring once more revive the plain, 


'Then from each rude tempeſtuous wind 
And bid thee frame thy neſt again 
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ADVERTISEMENT.) 


Tux reader is deſired, in peruſing the following ode, to keep tl 
Cate of it in his eye; that he may not imagine that that unmode- 
rated admiration of the French Revolution, which runs through 


it, extends to any of the tranſactions, from the September following 


to the death of Robeſpierre, by which the cauſe of liberty in France 
has fince been diſgraced. He is requeſted to remember, thar it 
was written at a moment when the ſubject of its praiſe was as yet 
a fair and unſpotted event: when the friend of humanity contem = 
plated in the French Nation, the beautiful ſpectacle of an innu- 
merable and unanimous family, exulting in the new poſſeſſion of 
liberty, calmly reſolving to relinquiſh it but with life, and adorn- 
ing the grandeur of heroic reſolution with the amiable ſmiles of 
fraternal amity : and as little ſuſpected that its honour was to be 
ſtained by members of its own, as that its cauſe was to be oppoſed 
by a People, which had long inſulted the ſlavery of Europe by the 
loudneſs of its boaſts of freedom. 

To enable the reader the more readily to . this poem, 
it will be proper to inform him, that the ordinary ſolemnity in 


the CAM DE Mans was preceded, on the day which theſe lines 
particularly celebrate, by the additional ceremony of lay ing the firſt 


ſtone of a free ſchool, which was at that time intended to be erect- 
ed, on the ground where the Bas TILL E ſtood; in order that the 
principles of liberty might be inculcated, on the very ſpot where 
they had been moſt outrageouſly violated, The place was gaily 
decorated for the occaſion, and formed a ſtriking contraſt to the 
images of horror, o which it had been fo lately the ſear. With 
this previous ceremony the poem commences, and then proceed, 
to the other, and principal one. At each of them the author was 
preſent ; and the ſer timents, which he expreſſes in this perform- 
ance, are preciſely thoſe which the ſcene immediately excited. In 
writing it, he lad only to reeollect the emotions of the day, The 
ſpectacle was his Muſe, and the calling it up to the eye of his 
imagination has been the only iavocation he has exereiſed. 
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AN ODE 2 


| | | 
ON THE IT4TH OF JULY, 1792. 
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Tis come at length, the tardy light is come: 
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Long, vainly rolling o'er the lingering gloom, 
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Theſe ſleepleſs eyes have waited for the morn : 
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Welcome, bright orb! exulting, I behold 

Thy boundleſs ſea of flowing gold, | 

Unſullied by a cloud, this facred day adorn ! Th 
Foul ſcenes there are thine eye that fear; | 
This work thy fulleſt look will bear : 

For ſince thy fount of all- exploring light 

Sent forth its firſt- effuſed and virgin ſtream, 
Startling the ſhades of old eftabliſh'd night, 

' Ne'eron a ſcene ſo fair hath fallen thy lovely beam! 
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II. 


Lo! to the ſmiles of Nature new, 
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Von ſpot, but late revealed to view, 
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In gloom myſterious long that awful lay, 
While he . paſs'd it, droop'd and trembled by, 
M 4 


— 


WL —— — IT 
— 2 2 
* 
© = 


f * 


r ꝗ ng. ̃ꝗ ˙⁰w“—“.’Ü....¹.¹¹tr.... ͤ—ôUl. ⁊ ADR ER FAA 


C 


163 | MISCELLANIES., 


In florid pomp, on this ber feſtive \ "A 
Firſt meets the laughing eye of gay Philanthropy ! 


III. 


Hail! refcued ground thy groans are o'er : 


Reliev' d at length is thy long-loaded breaſt 
Of the dire burden it impatient bore, 

The huge, enormous manſion of the oppreſt | 
Fall'n is that many-chamber'd tomb, 

Where, plung'd in deep, ſepulchral gloom, 


| Buried for ever from the eye of day, 
| | | Remov'd from aCtion's buſy ſphere, 

| | | Dead to each breaſt that held them dear, 
And loſt to all the world, the living lay : 


gs — = : 


| SB : Retaining conſcious nature but to know, 

That all tis ſoothing to perceive was fled ! 

Whoſe lamp of mind but flung its light to ſhow | 

How drear the grave which wrapt them in its ſhade! 
Oh Death! how | finite thy cavern's beauteous 


glooms, 
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To the grim night of thoſe tremendous rooms, 
Where widowed life, of all its joys bereft, 
_ Health's e glow and aher 8 inſpiring beam, 
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Purſuit's ſweet toil, and Friendſhi p's ſparkling eye, 

Had but a languid pulſe, to mark it, left; 

A power to think, with miſery for the theme; 
And breath, that all was ſpent in one eternal ſigh ! 


IV. 
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There, dark and dank, the fiend Impurity, 
That flies the ſun, and hates the breezy {ky, 
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Beneath her ſlimy wing outſpread, 

Which frightful vital influence ſhed, 

Of crawling life hatch'd her deteſted brood; 
To render dire th' already joy leſs gloom, 
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And Horror bring, where Comfort could not come! 
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Freezing the heart, mucli craving to be cheer'd, 
Of him that long no friendly voice had heard, 
Nor gladdening ſmile of bland affection ſeen; 
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For many a year of creeping moments made, 
Whoſe ſocial breaſt had hopeleſs pin'd 


For dear communion with its abſent kind; 
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And, hungry, famiſh'd for ſociety, 
Could have its keen affections fed 


E'en with a poor familiar fly, 
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But ſhuddering loath'd the animal obſcene, 
The moving Foulneſs, that had lite unclean ! 
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'Tis down, and millions ſhout the deed, 
The wall that dreadful ſecrets hid | 
Lond be the trump of victory blown, 
The houſe where Anguiſh dwelt is down ! 


That unſeen world, ſo long conceal'd, 


Righteous Vengeance has reveal'd! 
The maſſy-curtain'd myſtery 
Shuts out no more the curious eye: 
The ſtony veil is rent away, 
And all the ſcenes o'errun with Day: 
Before reſiſtleſs Valour's eyes 
The naked hell uncovered lies ! 
| See, the gay, detected ground, 


Fairly clad, as bravely found! 
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Hence, the place ſo long that held, 
The hags of Horror are expell' d! 
Flown as if they ne'er had been | 

And lo! the new, the alter'd ſcene ! - 


Where faint and languid ſighs alone 
Were all the ſounds for ages known, 
Feveriſh breath of ſick Deſpair 
That feebly moy'd the ſtagnant air, 
g | 
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Hark ! the ſhouts of tranſport riſe ! 
And boiſterous pceans rend the ſkies ! 
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See faireſt Powers the ſeat poſſeſſing, 
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And with ſweeteſt influence bleſſing | | 1 N 
Lo, the long excluded Air, 1 1 5 

; With her pureſt breeze is there f 1 j 
Where iron lattice grudg'd the day, ö We . 
And dealt the wretch a-ſtinted ray, a W f 
All her affluence Light diſplays, . 10 | 
Her fulleſt luxury of blaze ! f 6 
Health ! thy animated roſe 11 1 
In a throng of faces glows ! ih 
And Flora has her tribute brought; ; . 

To deck, with blooming grace, the ſpot; 9 hed | 
And Fancy's hand the gift receives, i 1 I | 
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And weaves in artful forms the leaves; 
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Her pleaſing ſkill combines a feſtive ſcene, | 
With flowers of warmeſt bluſh, and boughs of 


livelieſt green 
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| vi. 
Immortal glory mark the ſplendid hour; 
That prov'd oer Vice almighty Virtue's powet 
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Long the proud! turrets bray'd the wrath of Heaven; 
Spar'd by the paſſing ſtorm, they ſtood uncleſt, 
By man's red juſtice fated to be riven ; 

The {kies to earth this glorious tempeſt eſe! 


A people's rous'd omnipotence aroſe; 


Bar'd the right arm that awes its impious foes ; 
Then, at the guilty walls the thunder threw : 
Endur'd, how long they ſtood, ſhall Hiſtory tell; 
The fleep of Patience o'er, how ſoon they fell, 
When, launch'd by public Zeal, the vengeful 
lght'nings flew! 


VII. 

No more from this once hated place, 
Offended Freedom, ſhalt thou turn thy face 
Here ſhall thine altar, injur'd queen, ariſe, | 
And woo this way thy long-averted eyes! 
Oh, hither bend thy kind, relenting fight ! 
Regard the ſuppliant train, th' atoning rite ! 
The ſolemn invocation, Freedom, hear, 
And yield thee to a people's forceful prayer! 
Oh, enter, Goddeſs, enter to thy reſt, -. 
Mount thy firm throne in Gallia's ardent breaſt. | 
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This juſt reverſe hath happieſt Wiſdom plan'd, 
Where ſtood the tyrant's tower, ſhould thy fair 
ſtemple ſtand: es 1 
Where giant Vice rear'd high his monſtrous head, 
In virtue's ſchool young Innocence ſhall grow; 
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Where wan Deſpair ſaw life's bright proſpects fade, 
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« Gay Hope” in youth's romantic breaſt ſhall 


glow. 
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| vIII. 6 
For thy fall'n altars, Freedom, leave to ſigh: 
New-lighted flames adore thy deity. 
No more that ground, with fad attention, view, 


Which matchleſs Art's proſtrated wonders ſtrew; 
Where Time his proudeſt act hath done, 
And moſt majeſtic things o'erthrown : 


Where, round him ſpread, a glorious prey, 


Slow melts magnificence away: | 

And where, as ſtern in gloomy ſtate he reigns, 
And counts, with wide ſurvey, his crumbling piles, 
Towers, theatres, and palaces, and fanes, 

And on the fractur d pomp and ragged grandeur 


ſmiles; 
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The ſiren Luxury ſits exulting by, ; 
Fluſh'd with her yet more ſplendid victory 
O'er the fall'n mind, which the ſo low. hath laid! 
Thoſe moral columns all decayed, 
That held aloft its towering head, 

And prop'd the high aſpiring deed! 

And much it ſooths her gliſtening eye, 

To ſee that noble frame i in ruins lie, 
Whoſe ſubſtance only ſhe could penetrate; ; 
That proudly had defied all other fate, 
And lifted ſtill its top ſublime, 

Intangible to eating Time. 


Then claps the beauteous witch her wings, 
And, with a laugh of triumph, tells” | 

The bearded victor of all meaner things, 

In ruin 's work how far her note bis ſeythe e. . 
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IX, 


Avert from thence, and wipe thine eye, 
Thy ſacred ſorrows, Goddeſs, dry, 
Nor more with hoary Tiber mourn, 
Survivor of thy vanilh'd ſons, 
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Who hangs dejedted o'er his urn, 
Companion of a mother” s moans [ 

Nor weep, Ilniſus' lucid waye 

Muſt ſeats of languid dulneſs lave; „ 

And the lorn ſilver flow along, 

Forſook of ſcience and of ſong. 

Nor grieve, Meander, wreathes his way, 
Unſung his amber's ſweet delay: 

Lo! laughing Seine conſoles thy. care ; ; 
No mortal honours wait thee there: 

| On thoſe bleſt ſhores thy flame ſhall glow, 
Long as the endleſs ſtream ſhall flow, 

If, ne'er to be recal'd, the ſacred word, 

F orth from His mouth that went, ar ight I heard, 
Juſt Heaven hath ſworn his waters ne'er again 
Sball waſh a aughty tyrant O drear domain, 


"A 


X. 


ty They {hall not”? 
8 . 
To yon vaſt plain, with one loud v voice, to ſwear. 
Behold the brave, the kindling thouſands met! 
The mingling breaſts with patriot ardours beat ! 
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the reſounding tribes re- 
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As Oer this ample and thick-peopled ſpace, 
That ſeems to hold th' aſſembled human race, oy 
She ſtrives to ſtretch her eager, aching eye, 

High leaps the heart of bleſt Humanity; 

With more than mortal joy her boſom heaves; | 
In-ruſhing heaven her labouring ſoul receives; 
Oppreſt the trembles with the bliſs divine, 

Rapt, Freedom, by the thought, this ee 


throng i is dier 


; 
. 
Hark — ſilence ne'er was broke 
By ſuch a ſound before 
In that ſ wol'n voice, each awe-ſtruck frame that 
 Thook, | 


a NATION ſwore |. 


A NATION ſpoke 

Mighty and marvellous, her voice 

Up to high heaven makes a majeſtic noiſe ! 

Th' embodied breath of myriads beats the ear, 

That ſcarce the airy onſet knows to bear! 

Reſponſive cannon join the deaf ning ſtroke, 

Whoſe blows ſublime complete the glorious 
ſhock ! 5 
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So grand the cauſe, tis meet who nobly dare 


Thus give the gods their word, in thunder ſwear: 


Heroic oath ! the brave that beſt becomes 

Their foes to foul defeat that dooms ; 

The oath that binds them to be free : 

Sounds | that turn the oppreſſor pale; 

His hope that cruſh, his heart that quail ; 
Sounds ! that prevail to bring down Victory: 
Pulled by their magic call, compelled deſcend 
The Goddeſs of the palm, and the . ſpell at- 
tends. | 


XII, 

Def) pots! ye a are overcome 
Thoſe mighty words pronounced your doom, 
Thought ye, the marching things ye move, 
Prick'd by nor generous hate nor love, 
Could ' gainſt the animated band 
Of Mixps that ruſn to meet them ſtand? 
'Tis not the Ginew vigour gives; 
Tis the ſoul that in it lives: 
Or dreamt ye, the dull valour's thoughtlel Mg 
A ſenſeleſs plant's fermented juice inſpires, | 
| | N 
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(Oh, all unlearn'd in Nature's holy laws !) 

Could their high frenzy match, whoſe cordial is 
their cauſe! | 


8 


ttt. 
Hail, then, virtudus convocation 1 
Wiſely met, illumined nation! 
Convened to frame th* undaunted mind 
That dares defy the world combined; 
8 | To feed, with glowing rites and high, 
1 The Lion of your liberty; | | 
Inſtructed well that brave RESOLVE is POWER, 
And 'tis the ſtrong- built ſoul that forms your 
mightieſt tower. 
- Thus, whether your or hoſtile arms ſhall ſpeed, 
Lourſelves, to day, fublimely have decreed: 
| Your own ſtrong fates, almighty men! ye make, 
| Nor leave in Fortune's hand fo rich a ſtake. 
| Scorning to wait her blind capricious fmite, 
| And humbly wiſh, and meekly hope the while, 
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The tame ſuſpenſe your Ipirit not endures: 
Victory, with voice imperious, it demands; 


Seizes with violent and luſty hands, | 
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And glorioufly forces to be yours 
This flame, O Gallia, while thy ſons poſſeſe, 
Thy cauſe omnipotent COMMANDS ſucceſs: 
Souls, thus inſpired, ſhall mock at ſteel : 
Thou canſt not fall, while thus they feel: - 
Long as that ſpring is in their breaſt, 
The ſpring that WILL NOT be oppreſt; ; 
That under all th' incumbent weight, 
A hoſtile world's confederate great 
Can on th' elaſtic zeal high piling lay, 
 Hath power to uplift itſelf, and toſs the load away 


„ 
Oh Brutus! with how clear and changed a brow, 
« If thy brave ſpirit look upon us now,“ 
From that thou wor'ſt, all clouded o'er, 
In conquer'd Virtue's adverſe hour, 
Doſt thou this bright reverſe ſurvey, 
And hail her victory's holiday 
A light o'er human life that flings, 
Illumes the helm of human things, 
Vacant that ſeemed to thy deſpair, 
And ſhews the righteous P1LoT there. 
Tis come at length, the age ordain'd to ſee 
| N 3 
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No longer loſt the patriot toil; 


Fair act and fair event agree, 


And on one cauſe the Gads and Cato ſmile. 


XV. 
Nation ! for pomp renown'd | *tis now 
A taſte correct and rais'd ye ſhow. 
Oft, in your fanes, th' admiring eye 
Hath gaz'd your ſcenic piety : 


Beheld the harlot Error there, 
With painted charms and flowery veſt, 


Seduce th' enainour'd mind to own her fair, 


And, with unholy love poſſeſt, 
Deluded Reaſon captive led, | 
By Heav'n of old betroth'd with modeſt Tru 


_ wed: 
Oft hath the ſtranger's fond amaze 


Fed on your court's imperial blaze; 


Where Rank's moſt dazzling circle ſhone 
Round Europe's moſt refulgent throne; 
Luxuriant ſhow ! profuſely bright! 

All gay with wantonneſs of light, 


th to 


In ſplendours rich, and luſcious to the ſight | - 
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At length your land a ſcene ſupplies, 

Whoſe beauties charm judicious eyes : 

The Nation's ſelf in ſtate is ſhown, 15 
With all her blazing glories on. 

Superb in multitude ſhe awes the eye ! 

The pomp of numbers forms her majeſty ! 
Her ſons, aſſembled in a ſwarm immenſe, 
Compoſe her plain, ſublime magnificence ! 

As the fam'd Roman mother, greatly good, 
Her children, as her jewels, proudly ſhow'd, 
Gallia her ſons her brighteſt honours deems, 
And gathers round her all her countleſs gems !. 
Pomp, that derides the tiny royalty, | 
Made up of cuſhion and of Canopy, 

Of pall and ſcepter'd hand and cinctur'd brow, 
Of ore that glitters and of ſtones that glow, 
That e'er e' en in the gem'd and gorgeous eaſt, 
The worſhip'd one, the puny unit dreſs d. 

Deck him now, Art, and, in his proud array, 
Bloom all thy beauties, all thy glories play! 
Let ſparkling pebbles and embroider'd dies . 
Strive with th' enamel'd mead and ſpangled ſkies ! 
All the mine's little ſtars around him meet 
Spring all the loom's gay flowers beneath his feet! 
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The ſweep of robe and ſwell of drapery, 

Attempt his pigmy form to magnify |! 

The throne's ſmall riſe ſupply his lack of height, 
Elate the child and pleaſe the children's ſight ; 

And baſe proſtration's trick mean bondmen try, 
To make a head as low as theirs look high : 

THis glory laughs at all the puppet-ſtate, 

And ſcoffs the fairy toil to make minuteneſs great. 


XVI. 3 
Well to this living grandeur have ye join'd 
Stupendous rites that ſwell the mind! 
'Tis fit a cauſe ſupremely fair 
Beſeeming circumſtance adorn ; | 
That beauteous Good ſhould nobler honours wear 
Than e'er uncomely Ill hath worn: | ; 
Now, loft no more its decent grace, 
Ornament hath found its place: 
*Tis well thus highly ye have wrought 
This day's unmatched ſolemnity, 
(When reaſon's tranſports, born of thought, 
With thine, enraptur'd viſion, vie!) 
That ne'er before the gliſtening fight 
From ſcenery drank ſuch vaſt delight : 
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That ne'er, ſince homaged crowns were worn, 
Or on the day, or on its round return, 

When kings firſt ſaw the light, or fill'd the throne, 


Such pomp of bliſs on any coaſt was ſhown, 

As theſe proud rites of happineſs diſplay ; 

To grace the hour when Liberty was, born, 

And with high joy's exalted ſigns adorn | 

A mighty People's coronation-day, F 
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Lady. Out, damn'd ſpot, out, I . „ 
JJ... ß Be a a) SHNOEECS ſmell 


of the blood fill : all the perfumes of Arabia will not tweeten this 


little hand, Oh, oh, oh. 
DoF. What a ſigh is there! the heart is ſorely charged. - 
MACBETH. 


This Poem (formerly entitled, The Art of War) and the two 
following, have already appeared in ſeparate publications. 
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LIFE, thou firange thing | That haſt a powet to 
Thou art, and to perceive that others are l 

Moſt curtain'd ſecret | whoſe thick veil of ſhade - 
Baffles our reaſon's vainly ſtruggling light! | 
Thou buſy myſtery ! curious mechaniſm ! 

That canſt or move or ſtop as choice ordains! 
Whoſe ſpring is ſpirit, and whoſe action, will! 
Warm conſcious wax, on which all paſſing things, 
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A flow of ſeals, ſucceſſive impreſs make 
Of pleaſure or of pain! imperial mark, 
By which the frame almighty hands combin'd, 
Is known from moving ſyſtems fram'd by man ! 
Unrival'd work! which all the ſons of ſkill, 
From every land conven'd, could ne'er, with all 
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Their hand's united cunning, emulate ! 
Invention all divine! In the dull worm 
More brilliant workmanſhip, than all the domes 
Full ſwelling, and with ſtatelieſt columns proud, 


And all the labour'd engines, human Craft 
HFath e' er conſtructed If I find thy throb, 


Thou ſalient wonder! in the meaneſt thing, 
Victim of Cuſtom's tread, ere I put forth 
My power to ſtop thy beats, my ſoul is ſeiz d 
With a reſtrictive awe, that bids me hold— 
And aſks me, ere I end, what I with eaſe 
Can end, but not with all my power renew, 
If what is urg'd as reaſon for the act, 

Will juſtify tho infliction of my foot. 


Puſh'd by what demon is the hand, that dares + 

To quench thy flame, where the all-quick'ning 
breath TL os 

Hath up to reaſon blown it? where thy fire 
Hath power to mount to virtue's glorious blaze? 
That dares arreſt the rolling of chat eye, 
O'er all ſurrounding things that curious roves; 
That loves the ſky, uplifts its look ſublime, 
The ſtars peruſes, and can clearly vead, 
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In nature's ample volume round it ſpread, 
In ſplendid letters writ, the NAME DIVINE? 
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When the firſt man found his firſt murder d ſon, 
Stretch'd, bruis'd and lifeleſs, on the ſanguine 
ground, en! TIE) 
At whoſe unnatural end, to nature new, 
Blood's eldeſt cry to heav'n, ſhock'd Fancy paints 
_ Eclipſe and groanings from the trembling earth, 
And plaining winds, and general marks of woe 
Thro' nature's works ;—ſtunn'd with aſtoniſh- 
e a1 5 
With horror ſtiff as he on ak he bent 
His eye's wild gaze; in doubt, or if he dream'd | 
A rightful thing, or if a waking pang 
Shot thro! his ſoul;—I ſee the ſtatue ſtand ! 
Struck by the dead with temporary death, 
Each vital motion makes a fearful pauſe ! 
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Each hair is up, and every pulſe is ſtill 
Image of conſternation, that had mock'd 
The painter's baffled art and ſculptor's toil: 
Inimitable marble of amaze | _ 
RO; froze with mortal terror, ba had ſtood 
04 


— 


For ever INI hw —__ power 
For ever held, nor more releas d to life 
By th' unrelenting ice —had then a voice, 
Sounding from Heav'n, the palſied fire inform 'd, 
That moſt inhuman and moſt monſtrous deed, — 
Of ſtormieſt paſſion born, with wildneſs done, 
And firſt-ſeen, quick-ſciz'd weapon, when no eye 
Beheld its wondrous horror, — was to be 
The fettled practice of his frantic race ! 
By bis mad children ripen's into art! 
1 Styl'd Noble Science | in the number rank'd 
5 Of fair-reputed callings, that preſs round 
a The door of active life, and court the choice 
Of doubtful youth ! among the paths that lead 
To Fame's high fane, among the Muſe's themes 
Plac'd eminent in front no deed of night, 
That ſeeks diſguife ; ambitious of the day! 
Provok'd and ſpurr'd by the exciting thought, 
% All eyes ſhall ſee me! Gracefully perform'd, 
With beauteous inſtruments from whoſe bright 
The beams of day rebound gay blazing back ; 
With no infuriate look, no quaking nerve, 
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But with compos'd, unruffled feature el 
Nor ſtinted to one ſolitary act 
By multitude on multitude committed 


I <y 
F 


va ren 
— 
LY 


— 
2 1 — 
— — — n am 
CS A Into nn —. 
7 
—— — ns nn Ae , 


2 — 


LO CP ES? 

——_— 

"= — 
rr EC 
——— 
ny 


3 
r 


Like ſome diſtemper'd dream, that ftrangely 
ſhows not | 
My claſgd ideas routed and misjoin'd, 
A mob of images tumultuous mixt, 
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War, thy mad picture to mine eye appears 
Am I awake? or is this human ſcene, 

I have fa long ſubſtantial eſſence deem'd, 
Unreal apparition ? painted air? 

Fancy's wild forgery, while troubled fleep, 
Balmleſs and ſtartful, binds my heated frame? 
And ſhall ere long my undeluded mind 

To comelier forms of ſolid being rouſe, 
(Soon as th' oppreſſion from my brain hath paſt) 
And, recollecting theſe fantaſtic ſhapes 
That long have mock'd me, to my fellows tell, 
How ftrange a viſion diſcompos'd my reſt ? 
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| See yon pavilion d Council ſitting round 
In calm and ſolemn ring ! emitting al! 
Their minds” confederated rays, that ſtream 
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In the ſame line, and on one object fall | 

Say wherefore form'd this intellectual league, 

With light collective luminous? to frame 

Some fair harmonious plan of general weal 

With legiſlative wiſdom ?—or explore, 

With philoſophic amity of ſoul, 

The ſecrets bounded Science thirſts to find? 
| No, not for this the reaſoning circle meets! 

Von tent is the dire cabinet of Death 
Infatiate monarch ! with the ſcythe of Time 
Unſatisfied, that craves th” afliſtant ſword ! 


Thoſe are his miniſters! in ruin wiſe ; 


Sages of havoc ; devaſtation's ſeers ; | 
Profeflors of deſtruction !—Y onder, lo! 
At work mechanic Wit ! by whom weak man 


His might extends, and finds in knowledge pow'r! 
The curious labour ſee .-] s it to aid & 


Benignant manufacture? to uplift, 


Commerce, aloft in air thy ponderous wealth ? 
Lend new convenience, new delight to life? 
Plane to yet ſmoother floor its level walks, 
And plant along them flow'rs of lovelier glow * 
Dire, dire reverſe! Fall'n Ingenuity, | 
Degenerate from her native, beauteous ſphere, 
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On tragic engines her loſt genius ſpends ; 
And, cruelly acute, purſues alone 
| Diſcoveries of death Diſtracted Art, 
Whoſe lovely office tis to emulate - 
Nature in bounties and in ſmiles alone, : 


— — 


* = — — _— — oro * 4 
* — 9 * . 8 ET : n . - 
2 . = © 
JET n * —— = = * — 1 — 429994 a C —— — 
Fo — _» * 2 r Ay > * Y hb a 
7 — . — 8 2 p 7 — * wo. * 
= 3 KANN mY 2 ſtr — — 5 n 
— — — . . = —E EI IT 8 
8 2 * — « 0 ” K — 1 * * A 3 2 
Nth = EB + 1a d'> =— Mon 19 — 20 — Fs " 4, ron ** PICS" . * * * 
— w—_ 2 — 8 n „ „ af 5 
— > Maes 167 Ce, OTE 28 
4 * * ö 2 r N 0 5 
5 2 n 1 9 Z k \ 
„ 1 1 's 2 1 7 - of 
O 4 = - 1 * MP. : 1 
- * ao 
# 


With her ſeverities perverſely vies ! 
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Storms ſhe invents! inclemencies contrives ? 
And teaches Weakneſs to be terrible. TY 
Tremendous mimic of the tempeſt, man 
Copies th' artillery of angry Jove, 

Around him artful clouds and darkneſs rolls, 
To thunder learns, to forge and fling his bolts, 
While thouſands at a ſtroke his lightnings rive, 
And blaſted towns before his flaſhes fink ! 
Or, bowel'd in the earth, he latent breeds 
The crafty earthquake, ſubterranean rage 
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Ingenious hatching ! In the wily cave 

His hands have ſcoop'd with dark infernal fraud, 
Diſpoſing fate, —th' artificer of ills, - 
Laborious ſcholar of malignant things, 
Studious eſſays, and terribly attains, 

To ſhake the ſtrong foundations of the ground, 
Strew it with wide-ſpread wreck, and imitate 
The final ruin Mark yon vehicles 
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Whoſe a road is o'er the liquid plain; 


That give to eager man the morning's wings; 


Whoſe proud expedience of unfolded ſheets 
Employs the air to puſh em on their way, 


And makes the winds their ſpur ! Manſions im- 


1 


Whoſe fvelling walls a throng of tenants hold, 


Yet light and volant gliding, as the fowl 


That fail the firmament ! Of human ſkill 


The miracle and pride! Fram'd to convey 


Social mankind remote mankind to meet, 


To know; to love, illumine and relieve ! 
To bear from ſhore to ſhore, in fair ſupply, 
Of earth and mind the produce! fruits and truths 


In bliſsful harmony commute, and make 


The world but one ! ——Behold! diſtracting ſcene! 
The floating houſes of the ſea, arrang 'd | 
In adverſe rows, advance ! the moving ſtreets 


Each other meet! ah! with no ſocial front! 


Freighted with thunder, they are come to hold 
Commerce of deaths! to ſhow the aſtoniſh'd ſeas 
Such tempeſt as the winds ne'er blew !: to teach 


The tame commotion of the elements 


How ſhips to ſhatter! to qut-roar, out- ſpit 
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Au ew d feme; cot in derte lb 
Their modeſt fury, meek, inſipid ſcene | 
Of ſober tumult !——See all Nature's gifts, 
Lent but for good, made inſtruments of ill! 
From the dug earth educ'd, behold that ore, 
Of higheſt worth, in richeſt plenty givin, 
His bounty ſuch who ſtock'd the orb He built, 
Of friendly edge ſuſceptive, form'd to ſerve, 
With ſmooth incifion, uſeful Art's fair ends, — 
See its fine point employ'd, ah! not to draw 
Forth from the furrow'd earth the golden bread; 
Call gladſome Ceres o'er her plains to laugh; 
Or prune with œconomic ſtroke away | 
Her waſteful growth; but, amputation foul ! 
Lop human life, and with an impious blade 
With purple dropping, plough the fleth of man! 
Behold the heav'n- born element, deſign'd : 
| To aid the glow of health, ſupply the beam 
Of abſent ſuns with kind, domeſtic ſhine, 
Or gild, with fuller blaze, the public dome 
Of harmleſs pleaſure!——ſee it turn'd againſt 
Life's holy flame ! th” excited ſpirit ſee, 
Collifion-rous'd, ſprings flaſhing from his cell, 
'To dart, with nitrous rage, the leaden death, | 
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To youth's gay heart, and ſtop the bounding life 
Ts bid the broken bone long time be rack'd 

In the dread houſe of Pain! with burſting rage 
An heap confus'd of upblown bodies ſhoot, - 
From earth exploded to the ſky ! fair piles 
That flowly roſe, uprear'd by patient toil, 

With furious haſte lay low ! or with rude heat, 
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Unlike his ſire's, the gently piercing ſun, 
Sear the rich fruitage his bland ſmiles had nurs'd, 
And his mild ardours mellow d into food | 
With harſh unfilial force (how much miſus'd ! 
Child of life's nouriſher !) his generous work 


Impious undo, conſume the proſp'rous year, 
And juicy plenty into aſhes change : 


_ a 8 Ap * * * 
* 1 * _ 
& * — 4 _ vere LIEN — BR 
= Yn >. — = — __ — 2 


No bound th* abuſe obeys hark! the ſweet 
voice, 8 | 
The voice of muſic floats along the air ! 
Muſic! ætherial magic! heavenly breath | 
Thou good and pleaſant amity of ſounds, 
In ſweet aſſociation kindly met, 
For gentleſt ends in ſilver union link'd ! 
The blithſome dance of feſtive Joy to guide; 
Uplift the head dejected Languor hangs ; 
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Chaſe from the brow of Care its lowering cloud 2 


Sooth the ſweet woe of melancholy Love; 

Still Envy's hiſs; unknit the frown of Rage | 
With all-diſarming ſoftneſs; gently cal! 
The tender flood down melting Pity's cheek, 
With pleaſing chillneſs ſeiz'd ; or, higher rais'd, 
'To kindle with a concord more ſublime 
Virtue's ſtrong raptures to a glow divine! 

But where will profanation ſtay ?——E'en thee, 
Celeſtial harmony ! their preſs hath ſeiz'd 
With impious gripe | Reluctant, ſtruggling maid, 
Sprung from the tuneful ſphere with wild affright, 
Thou find' ſt thee fall'n on a diſcordant orb. 
Onutrageous wreſt! perverſion moſt perverſe! 
Miſapplication monſtrous! Horror, ſay, 

When briſtles inoſt thine hair; when, craz'd with 

woe, 

In anguiſh Madneſs laughs, or, on his way, 
And at his work accurſt, when Murder ings ? 
Hark! the kind art, to ſooth the ſavage fram'd, 
On ſavage errand ſent ! to indurate 

Humanity, miſled to iron ſcenes, 

Who to unmartial ſoftneſs elſe might melt ; 


Tune her to flint, and lend her nerve to flab! 
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The glow of abſent valour to ſupply 
With wild mechanic daring, to reſtore 
The pallid cheek its blood, and reconcile | 
The death-devoted victim to the knife 


| Cheering ambition's ſacrifice to bleed, 


Unchearful elſe ; with guileful notes allur'd 
Recoiling to comply Ho have they join'd 
Moſt heterogeneous and unmixing things! 
Forcing according ſounds to blend their chime 
With Diſcord's wildeſt ſcene! where mad mankind, 
That in the city *gainft each other ſtrike 

In endleſs claſh, with rougheſt tumult jar ! 


Wut mean thefe ſhowy and theſe noiſy ſigns 
Of public joy, my ſenſes that ſalute? 

That bid my cares diſperſe, my brow be ſmooth, 
And all my foul be holiday? - What means 
The cannon's roar that tears the ſhatter'd ſky ? 
The jolly peal the merry ſteeples pour? 

At dead of night, along the ſplendid ſtreet, 
This dazzling luxury of feſtive light, 
From every window flung Wherefore thus 

laughs . 
The hour of gloom?—— Now that i the midnight 
| bell | 


— 
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Doth with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 

Strike one, hy walks abroad the undrowſy 
world? Sh 

Night's ghoſts, and goblins, groans and ſhadows 
aqirey-= | | 

All ſhone away, that e'en unſhudd'ring walks 

Bold Superſtition forth? why is © proud Night, 

Attended, with the pleaſures of the world, 

Thus all fo wanton and ſo full of gawds? 

What fair event, to poliſh'd boſoms dear, 

In poliſh'd life inſpires this blaze of oy. 

Say, hath the African his freedom found? 

Spite of his ſhade at length confeſs'd a man, 

Nor longer cruſh'd becauſe he is not white 

That were a jubilee for heav'n to ſhare; 

To extort the gelid hermit from his cell; 

Inflame his root-fed blood, and ſpur his age 

With bounding ſep to join the city rout, 

With virtuous riot generouſly wild, 

A revel all divine But, ah! tis not 


For this ambitious Night affeCts the day. 


Sing Io Pzan, Io Pzan ſing 
Thouſands of pulſes, high with health that leap'd, 
Þ | 
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Whoſe airy ſpring, to Time's oppreſſion left, 
Or to Diſeaſe's weight, had haply play'd 
A length of years, by ſpeedier fates laid ſtill, 


Ne'er to go on again, or ſtir, have ſtopp'd.— 
On yon bleſt fun, all as a bridegroom gay, 
Whom to behold it is a pleaſant thing 
For every eye; who lays on earth and ſkies 
Theſe living colours, and bids Nature's face 
This boundleſs ſmile of various Beauty wear; 
A multitude (th' ecſtatic tidings tell!) | 
A A multitude of eyes, at which the heart 
| Look'd laughing out upon the day, are clos'd.— 
On his delicious light (tranſporting thought!) 
f They never more ſhall look !—Illume, illume 


The glowing ſtreet ! nor let one window rob 


The general rapture of a beam it o-wes! 
| | Religion owns the joy: of thoſe fair works, 
| Which He, whoſe faultleſs wiſdom all things 


made, 

Made in his image, thouſands have receiv'd 
Defacement foul (more lights, more lights emit!) . 
Or abolition's blow. This is th' event, 

The fair event to poliſh'd boſoms dear, 


In poliſh'd life that lights this blaze of joy. 
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For this the cannon's roaring thumps the ear; 
For. this their merry peal the ſteeples pour ; 
For this dun Night her raven-hue reſigns, 
And, with this galaxy of tapers ſtarr'd, 
Rivals the pomp of noon ! hence flows the joy 
That calls the city's ſwarms from out their cells, 
Laughs in each eye, and dances in each heart, 
Prolongs their vigils, and ſhakes off the dews 
That hovering Sleep from off her wings lets fall 
On their light lids, the high excitement ſuch ! 
All to the feaſt, the Fealt of Blood | repair. 
The high, the low, old men and prattling babes, 
Young men and maidens, all to grace the feaſt, 
Light-footed trip. che feaſt, the Feaſt of Blood 
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But here comes one that ſeems to out-rejoite 
All the rejoicing tribe ! wild is her look, 
And frantic is her air, and fanciful 
Her fable dreſs, and round ſhe hurrying rolls 
Her beauteous eyes upon the ſpangled ſtreet, 
And drinks with eager gaze the ſparkling ſcene. 
And, * See!” ſhe cries, ** how they have grac'd 
the hour | 9 
That gave him to his grave! hail, glorious lamps! 
| 7 | 
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| | A grateful land, in honour of that hour, 

Hath hung aloft !—and ſure he well deſerves 
The tributary fplendour—for he fought 

Their battles well—Oh ! he was valour's ſelf ! 
Brave as a lion's was my Henry's heart! 


= > — — 


— 


Fierce was the look with which he awed the foe ; 
But on his Harriet when my hero bent it, 


'Twas ſo benign !—and beautiful he was— 


OG ace * 


And he was young—too young in years to die 
»Twas but a little while his wing had thrown 
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1 Its guardian ſhadow o'er me but tis gone 
Fall'n is my ſhield - Vet ſee now if I weep 
A Britiſh warrior's widow ſtrould not weep 


— 
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Her hero ſleeps in honour's fragrant bed 

So they all tell me—and I've nobly learn'd 

Their gallant leſſon—all my tears are gone— 
Bright glory's beam has dried them every drop! 
No, no, I ſcorn to weep—high is mine heart! 

Hot are mine eyes! there's no weak water there ! 
Tis true, I ſhould have joy'd—what mother would 

not? | Fn! | | 

To have ſhown him that ſweet babe, o'er which 
he wept 0 f 

When laſt he kiſs'd it—yes he did—he wept ! 
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My warrior wept I—as the fond woman's tears 

From off this cheek, where none I now can feel, 

He kifs'd away, he wet it with his own. 

Oh! yes it would—'twould have been ſweet t 
have ſhown him ala, 

How his dear lovely boy had grown, ſince he 

Beheld it cradled, and t' have bid it call him 

By the dear name that J had taught it utter 

In ſofteſt tones, while he was thunder hearing, | 


And thunder hurling round him—for his hand 


Would not be idle amid deeds of glory < 


Yes—glory, glory, glory is the word— 
See! how it glitters all along the ſtreet!” 
And then ſhe laughs and wildly leaps along 
With treſſes all untied. —Fair wretch ! adieu! 
In mercy Heav'n thy ſhatter'd peace repair ! 
Mankind, wild race! ſay, are your moons to 
blame, 
That this demoniac, worſe than dog-ſtar madneſs 
"Mong all your nations, in each age hath foam'd? 
E'en elemental ſtrife more laſting love, 
Than ye have ſhown, of beauteous Peace diſplays! 
Proportion'd to the ſpaces of their wrath, 
; | * 
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3 For more pratracted intervals your i, 
Abſtain from tempeſt ;—your leſs angry 


With greater length of ſeaſon are ſerene ; 
In.your wild foreſts the loud beſtial rage 
Suſpends its roaring longer ; than your arms 
Have ceas'd their odious din! and the calm world, 
Beneath the lovely olive's placid ſhade, 
In ſweet repoſe from loud alarms hath lain; 
And, lull'd in amiable quiet, known 
A term of partial innocence and gold; | | 
A ſickly gleam of languid amity, 
Whoſe wat'ry ſhine foretels returning clouds. 
Who that ſtands ſtill, and bends upon the fact 
His thoughtful eye, and doth not feel his ſenſe 

| Swim round with wonder, and his ſoul lie huſh'd 
In the dead ſtillneſs of aſtoniſhment ? 
That this amazing, maniac rage hath been, 
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Not of ſome ſingle race th* eccentric crime, 
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For following ones to riſe and wonder at, 
By ſome peculiar and uncommon cauſe 

To this wild ſhoot from Nature's orbit ſtung, 
Struck by ſome foreign ſtar's erratic rage 
With ſtrange diſtraction; — no brief flighty fit; 
From men's accuſtom'd line a ſingle fart ; 
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By ſtrong diſtemper's paroxyſm inſpir'd, 

Some all- infecting fever's hot exceſs, 

When at its fierceſt and delirious height; 

But a fix'd phrenzy ;—of their dreadful way 

The ſteady tenour ; cauſing the red ſhame | 
On Reaſon's cheek that fluſhes, to burn on 

Thro' rolling ages, an eſtabliſh'd bluth ! 

Protracted tragedy ! as long as deep! | 

Whoſe unſpent horror thro! all time hath ſpun 
The harrowing tale! O' er hiſtory's lengthening 


courſe : 
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The vein of perſevering fury runs ; 
And he that reads its pages, juſtly calls them 
Records of Slaughter, Chronicles of Blood! ' 


Had this inhuman uſage been incloſed 
Within the limits of uncultur'd life, 
Reaſon the barbarous cuſtom had ſurvey'd 
With lefs amazement. —The rude Indian's war 
But little wonder raiſes ! He in man 
Sees not what man contains, his magazine 
Of latent mind, the vaſt expanſe of flower 
"Whoſe folded leaves the wondrous gem inwraps! 
In man no more than finew he diſcerns! 
| F, 
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Unpiercing to the chambers of his breaſt, 

He o'er his nervous ſurface rolls his eye, 

And, deeming all his ſtrength in bulk and bone, 
In brutal force concludes his glory lies. 
Pent in the little circle of his tribe, 

With fierce, intemperate rage his friendſhip burns 
Beyond that narrow priſon of his love, | 
That bounded flames intenſe, with equal heat 
His hatred flames! Tempeſtuous paſſion bears 
His footſteps to the fight ; his going forth 

To ſcenes of blood is the wild guſh of rage 

_ Himſelf a dart, with inward fury wing'd, 

He ſhoots to battle, bolts into the field, 

And whom his arm deſtroys, his ſoul abhors! 
Mild Reaſon groans to view their wild-fought field, 
Their boundleſs, trantic revelry in death, _ 
Their blood-ſtain'd teeth and trample on the ſlain; 
In ecſtaſy of rage their roll in blood, 

And all the lawleſs madneſs of their fight: 
Afflicted Wiſdom weeps that forms erect, ; 
Which might be men, ſhould be no more than 


brutes; 
But, being what they are, ſhe marvels not 
That furious thus each other they devour. 
8 
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The ſcene ſhe gazes with a wild amaze, 
Ober which ſhe ſhivers agued and aghaſt, 
Doubting her ſenſe ! incredulous ſhe lives 
Is the cool battle of the poliſh'd world! 

In the ſtill cabinet ſerenely plann'd ! 


And with calm ſkill, and blood that boils not, 


fought! 
War's rul'd, methodic, mathematic fields, 


Where fate in geometric figures lowers, 


Curiouſly ſtern | a diagram of frowns 
Where ſober warriors, in ſquare array, 
With ſcience kill, with ceremony lay, 
Thunder with apathy, and thin mankind 


With looks ſedate, in rows compact arrang'd! 


A tranquil maſſacre | where battle deck'd, 
Adorns deſtruction, and makes ruin gay 
In ſpruce parterre where tulip terrors ſtand, 


A ſcene of gaudy horror! while o'er all 


The field's dire flaughter 5+ peaceful thought” 


» preſides 

Wit, radiant ſpirit | guides the cunning war, 
Inſtructs horrific Mars which way to ruſh, 
And ſhows the dev'liſh engines where to beleh 
Their fiery bolts !—T11s is the dreadfal ſcene, 
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Acted on ſapient Europe's lucid ſtage ; 
Where man is know for what he is, for more 
Than meets the eye, a mine of inward wealth, 
That aſks but to be dug and into light 
Drawn out, a ſplendid treaſure to diſplay 
Of golden joys, and fterling happineſs ! 
Where moral glories ſtrike Conception's eye ; 
Where peaceful laurels court Ambition's hand; 
Where Reaſon's, Virtue's triumphs, loud invite 
Th' aſpiring breaſt; and thouſand varied joys 
Make life delightful and its calms endear ! 
Tas is the ſcene, whoſe chilling horror ſtops 
The gallop of the blood, and bids it creep | 
This PLACID ſweep of human life away, 
In human life where ſo much worth is ſeen! 
Theſe cheſs-board battles, where unpaſſion'd men, 
Like things of wood, by them that thoughtful 
play, | 13 
Are mov'd about, the puppets of the game 
Theſe s0BER whirlwinds of the cultur'd world, 
That not from tierce emotion take their rage, 
Blown by cold Intereſt ; by calm Art beſtrid; 
On whoſe broad wings, director of their rage, 
Afflicting image ! form'd in other ſcenes, 


| Ye gay. adorners of the tragic ſcene ! 
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And fairer far, to ſoar, ah, much mis-ſpher'd1 
Bright GeN1vs rides the Angel of the Storm. 


Civilis'd war!—How ſtrangely pair'd theſe terms 
Muſt ſtrike on penſive Rumination's ear 
Civilis'd war !—Say, did the mouth of man, 
Fantaſtic marrier of unſuited words, 

Two fo unmatch'd, ſo much each ather's hate, 
With force tyrannic, ere together yoke ? 


_ Civilis'd warſ—Tranxs, gentle Europe! thanks, 


For having dreſs'd the monſter's hideous form, 

And veil'd his roughneſs in ſo ſoft a name, 

That tender ſouls of weak, hyſteric frame, 

Might hear with leſs of tremor, he is looſe. 

Hail monſter clipt ! ſhorn of his ſhaggy mane, 

His horrid front with flow*rs and ribbands prank'd, 

Smooth, playful monſter! Blending with the roar 

Of foreſt-rage the city's poliſh'd ſmile ! 

That with a mild and chriſtian calmneſs lays, 

That with more method tears his bleeding prey, 

And, as the copious draught of blood he ſwills, 

Diſclaims the thirſt the while! Thanks, thou- 
ſand- fold, 
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Thanks, in the name of all the friends of man, 

That ye have thus their ſhuddering appeas'd ; 

And, piteous of their feeling texture, giv'n 

Their ſpirits, apt to ſtartle, calm to flow, 

Oft as your wiſdom bids the idle ſword 

Leap from its caſe, and ſheath its blade in man! 

Thanks, in the name of all the tremulous claſs, 

Too ſenſitive, the grateful Muſe accords you; 

That ye have beautified the frowns of war 

And lent his terrors graces, have found out 

Politer ſlaughter, and genteely learn'd 

To lay more elegantly waſte the world, 

That ye have murder humaniz'd, diſcover'd 

Ruin's moſt handſome modes, and taught man- 
kind | 

With form and comelieſt order to deſtroy 

Of all, whoſe hearts your conteſts have bereay'd, 

The bleſſing comes upon you]! Robb'd by wars 

So gently wag'd, of them beneath whoſe ſhade 

Of guardian power their ſhielded weakneſs ſat, 

Ceaſing their groans, pale widows ſing your 
praiſe, 

With grateful notes, the tender ſpoilers ſing ! 

The orphan tribes their filial ſorrows wipe, 
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Forget their-woes and ſwell the juſt acclaim! 
E'en the lorn virgin, to whoſe blaſted ſight 
The ſlain's long lift diſplay'd her lover's name, 
O'er whoſe wan cheek, where beauty's roſes grew, 
Faſt ſpreads the green complexion of deſpair, 
Some ſickly ſmiles of gratitude ſhall wear, 
And huſh ſome ſighs, to Join the thankful ſong! 
All, all the mourners that ye make ſhall bleſs 
Lour mildly, amiably flaughterous deeds ! 
For much it balms the anguiſh of their ſoul, 
That they, in whom the battle's fury reach'd 
Their rent affections, fell in poliſh'd fields; 
By ſofter hands, than whom the hatchet chops 
In ſavage battle; that a ſmoother death 
From finer points and gloſſier arms they took; 
And if they periſl'd, periſh'd by the ſword, 
Heart-healing thought ! of fair Civility | 


Oppreſt with indignation, be the Muſe 
Forgiv'n, if ſhe forget the rev'rence due 
To ſacred grief, and to her weighty theme; 
Seeking a little interval of eaſe, 

In gay derifion, from her ſerious pain : 


For ſhe hath long impatient heaving lain 
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Beneath the ſuffocating load, as thus 
The civil actor in this ſavage ſcene, 
Europe's refin'd barbarian hath declaim'd. 
How horrible the unrelenting rage | 
And the coarſe rudeneſs of unmanner'd Mars! 
How mild a front our comelier battle wears 
Lo! in our gentler field the lovely form 
Of Mercy fits by Valour's ſide, and oft 
Hangs on his arm and holds its fury down.“ —— 
It is this mildneſs, to the moral eye 
So far from ſoft'ning the hard crime of war, 
That proves the ſanguinary cuſtom guilt, | 
And ſtamps the carnage murder, —Say, what prieſt, 
Sent to prepare a dungeon'd wretch to die 
For having ſtain'd his hand with brother's blood, 
Would not infer, remorſe had made him mad, 
To hear the ruffian ſeek his vice to waſh 
With words like theſe ? “ Far fouler criminals | 
Than me the woods contain. The wolf is worſe f 
How furiouſly he lacerates the flock ! 
With what a rage the panther tears his prey | 
Mark the fierce leopard rend his tortur'd meal ! 
I gave the life I clos'd an eaſier end! 
With only one, one kindly {kilful blow, 

Ig | | 
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I bad it ceaſe; or with a drug conceal'd 

That woo'd to drowſy fate the ſoul away, 

I lall'd, without or pain or fear, the ſenſe 

In bland oblivion.” No; ye ſhall not thus, 

Sons of Civility ! ye ſhall not thus 

Your darkneſs cloak | This varniſh of your guilt 
ls evidence againſt you: all the gloſs, 

With which ye ſeek to overlay its hue, a 
Flings on its colour an expoſing light, 
Elucidating all ye aim to veil. i 

That after blood ye feel no ſavage thirſt, 

Proves your offence, in ſhedding it, is rank. 

The tiger's mouth contracts no moral ſtain 

Though it be red with homicide. —By man 

The maniac's blood is ſpar'd, whoſe rage hath ſpilt 

The blood of man. And the wild man of war, 

Whoſe darkling mind, by knowledge unillum'd, 
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In human nature only ſees an arm, 

Who moved alone by brute-ambition's ſpur, 
Employs his witleſs brawn in cleaving ſculls 
Vacant of mind as is his own, whoſe heart 
Hydropic pants for blood, and lion-like 
Who hungers for his foe, although his deeds 
Are dire, no moral indignation lights 
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In gentle Wiſdom's breaſt. The very rage 

And hard, unmelting rigour of his field, 

His grappling battle, eagerneſs to kill, 

His fiend-like yell, his hatchet and his club, 

His ſcalping wrath, carnivorous victory, 

That eats in ecſtaſy the hoſtile fleſh, 

That drinks hot blood, with boundleſs 9 
drunk, | 

And all th' exceſſes of his frantic war, | 

While horror they inſpire, extinguiſh blame : 9 

The more we ſhudder, we the more forgive. 

The frightful butchery of his combat tells, 

However dreadful, it is honeſt fury; 

That, thus to act, he thinks, is to be man. 

His barb'rous ethics know no moral worth 

Save military power. To his rude view 

Conqueſt is virtue. Pioully he tells 

His victories as his titles to the ſky. 

His talents are hiis arrows and his axe, 

Sole means of earning heav'n. In 3 down 

Another foe, he deems, his arm hath won 

A freſh acceſſion to his final joys. | 

He heaps the flain, that, in the bliſsful land 

Of favour'd fouls, his ſenſual ghoſt may join 
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The heavenly chaſe ;-or ſearch, for ſcaly game, 


Celeſtial waters with divine ſucceſs. 

In ſlaughter placing thus his excellence, 

With wild, unſated rage he ſlays.— But, where 
Fair Mercy mixes in the fight, tis prof 
Reaſon is in the field; Reaſon, that notes 

The error of the ſcene, and juſt to judge 

Its impious acts, rebukes the buſy ſword. 
Though there her voice the roar of battle drowns; 
And though the ſpells of Prejudice prevail 
Her lips to muffle, when the cannon's throat 
Its thunder ceaſes; yet her ſmother'd ſpeech, 
Although with deaden'd ſound, is heard by him 
Who bids the ſword, by brave defence uncall'd, 
Forſake its reſt, Ofc, at the dead of night, 
When flatt'rer's lips are clos'd, but not the eyes 
Of him they call a god, ſhe tells him, Man 
Was made to cheriſh, not to butcher man. 

The faithleſs ſenator, who ſells his breath 

To wake the coals of war, ſhe doth proclaim, 
Nor can his ear th' accus'd patrician ſeal, 


Accomplice in the murder of mankind. 
When inthe peaceful camp, while laughter reſts, 
Their ſhouting the recumbent AP ceaſe, | 
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Oft to the letter d leader of his band, 

As, ruminating, ſilent he reclines, 

She whiſpers audible . What doſt thou here? 

Is this a fair and honeſt ſcene around thee, | | 
That ſhrinks not from the beam of piefting Truth? | 
Is this thy poſt of duty? Wert thou made 
To be the faviour or the foe of life?” 

Like tented Richard's, troubled is his thought: 
He ſtarts——The ghoſt * ſits heavy on his foul” 
Of ſtabb'd mankind But he is in, and on, 
He ſays, he muſt—but ſays it with a figh— _ 
Then with a buſtling motion ſhakes off thought. 
Return'd, at reſt beneath the olive ſhade, 
Where Pleafure's roſes form his flow'ry couch, 
And the ſoft pipes of Peace their warblings pour, 
In. penſive moments when the tabors pauſe, 

She re-appears, injurious to his reſt, _ 
And ſhows his occupation as it is. 
But it is plum'd, and ſparkles in his eye; 
The charm of rule attends it, and the lap 
Of careleſs, ſilken eaſe. Nor yet by all 

' E'en of the common tribe, ſeduc'd to drive 
The fatal trade, is her mild voice unheard, 
In theſe late times and luminous,—And hence | 
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Some check the ſanguinary ſtrife receiyes: 
From her Temptation en bar: not ae qu | 
But doth not, ſay, the tate which thus abates 

Of the dreadTeene the military rage, 

The moral horror raiſe ?—Yes, it is you, 

Sons of Refinement, ſons of Science, you! 

Not furious ſpurr'd by unenlighten'd love 

Of battle's falſe renown, that goads along 

TH' enthuſiaſt in arms to ſcenes of blood, 

With rude career which feels no moral checks; 

But, urg'd by ſordid aims, who calm agree 
That blood to ſhed, which in your ſecret eye 
Is facred; to pollute your tempted hand 

With what ye know is taint ; to do that deed, 

Whoſe Ethiopian ſhade the gauſe diſguiſe, 

Truth-covering Sophiſtry's white, flimſy web, 
That o er it falls to make it paſs for fair, 

With its thin threads, a ſcanty veil, but ill 

From your keen fight conceals ;—'tis you alone, 

Sons of Refinement, ſons of Science, you! 


Convicted ſtand of murder's impious crime. 
And all the mild humanities ye blend | 
With the'rough horror of the deathful ſcene ; 

Wn” 
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During each pauſe of intermittent Mars, a 

The courteous intercourſe betwixt you chiefs, 
Fair, interluſory civilities, 

That. deck and ſoften-war's ſtern, rigid ſtate ; © 
But ſerve its iron uglineſs to point. +08. 
Each ſtreak of beauteous white that breaks its dark, 
Shows but in blacker night its ebon ſhade, 


Oh! 1 could ſpeculate, with calmer eye, 

A monſtrous cloud of fierce, conflicting fiends, 
Met in mid air, with malice hot from hell, ; 
Keen pains propenſe and mighty to inflict, 

All over arm'd with cruel faculties, 

And throbbing thro” each vein with quenchleſs 
| hate, =. | | 

Infernal fray | where all were uproar wild, 

All unrelenting ſpite and writhing wounds ; 

A miadd'ning war of venom, ſtings and teeth; 
Into whoſe dragon broil, and high-wrought rage, 
(Prodigious diſcord !) all her out- ſent ſoul _ 
Alecto breath'd! oh, better far my ſight 
Could ſuch unmixt, conſiſtent ſcene endure 
Than this ſtrange checquer of our motley ſtrife. 
Urbanity, and battle manners ſmooth, 
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And ruffar actions! thorns that deeply pierce, * 
And beautifully flower] ſoft, courtly camps, 
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That kill; 20 ſmile, and ſmile, and kill 7 1 | | 
Can it i (Gnllſrncning ſpeRcle! ) be he, . 

Who as a friendly neighbour ſent but now bil i, 
To their defender's board a courteous gift, WER 
Who flings red bolts at yon high- ſeated walls; | þ ; 4 
And, like a black enchanter, all malign, i 
In miſchief potent, with loud-bellowing rage 

Spouting his fiery arches in the air, ry 

Eſſays to pierce and batter into duſt 
The maſſive bulwarks?—Are they ſhadows, ſay, 

Or what they ſeem, that fit conſorting there? 

Unnatural fellowſhip! While Havoc ſtays 

Her weary arm, and tlie tir'd furies breathe, 

Lo! adverfe chiefs, that with a hoſtile front 7 
Meet in the battle, at the banquet met | if 


With ſocial eyes ! the ſparkling draught goes round, 
Like friends, long parted, that again embrace, 
And ſhed the purple ſpirit in their cup, 

To crown reunion's animated hour 

See a ſmooth captain, with ſoft, civil ſmile, 
Some dainty of the table tenders him, 
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At whom to-morrow he muſt thunder hurl! 

And ſpurs that blood in gladder tides to flow, 

With lively juices cheer'd, which tis his taſk 

Ere long to aim to ſhed! like a foul hoſt, 

That hoſpitably entertains the gueſt 

He dooms to midnight death. While as they reſt, 

With their gay leaders, from their bloody toils, 
Camp'd in each others view, the hoſtile bands 

| Gayly ſalute whom they are come to ſay; 

Make merry interchange of ſportive becks, 

And wanton nods, and ſmiles, and frolic ſong, 

And friſky dance; like harmleſs villagers 

In innocent aſſembly on the green, 


All gameſome on a ruſtic holiday, - 


Civilis'd war ! in every ſhifting view, 
TM ſuits thee, fiend accurs'd! fo fair a name, 
Though in the field a ſmoother form thou wear 
Than thy wild ſiſter hag of craggier ſhape, 
A feller fury thou! for on thee wait 13 
Intenſer ſufferings ; and a wider ſcene | 
With varied woes thine ampler miſchief falls. 
Ah, tis in cultur'd life, and chiefly there, 
War is the ſcourge we call it ; there alone 


- -CIVILISED WAR. 221 


In thickeſt ſhow'r of heavieſt laſhes felt, 
It deeply lacerates and long furrows makes 
On, bleeding Happineſs ! thy mangled frame. 
What if the field of ſavage conteſt ſhow 
With blood a more obliterated green, 
A redder plain and direr forms of death ? 
The ſavage warrior feels, nor fears its rage : 
Nuss d in no ſilken lap, his lion-nerves, 
Strings made of ſteel, firm and untrembling, know 
To laugh at torment and to ſing in death, 
War is his ſport ; in ecſtaſy of ſoul 
He whoops and hails the hour that bids him face 
Its threat'ning front, its horrid frowns defy, 
And hew in pieces whom he's train'd to hate. 
Not with this prompt, exulting leap to arms 
Europe's cold hireling with her trump complies; 
Forth to the field, unuſed to ſuffer pain, | 
And long time Japp'd in ſoft and drowſy eaſe, 
Fearful and loth he moves: the arms of Peace 
He leaves reluctant, and reluctant lifts 
The hoſtile ſpear : nor by hot malice ſpurr'd 
Gainſt whom he's ſent to ſlay, nor flaming love 
Of whom he goes to ſerve, with heartleſs ſtep, 
Sluggiſh and home-inclining, he obeys 
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His creſted malter's bidding to depart. 

The field he enters chill ; again obeys 

His creſted maſter's bidding te deſtroy. 

The coward kills, himſelf with terror dead; 

A trembling hero; made by fear to dare. 

Afraid to fight, yet more afraid to fly, 

The priſoner of his poſt compell'd he ſtands ; 
Now ſtill, ſave in his trembling joints; now moves, 
A meek machine obedient to command 

Until at length mechanic confidence 

From frequent miſſes of the levell'd death 
Gradual he draws; and from the tumult round him 
Catches a wildneſs, that all thought at once 
And terror ſwallows in its giddy whirl. 
Confuſion ends his fear; he valiant grows 

When noiſe hath made him mad; and n mw, 
But not before, Diſorder's hero reaps. | 

Till then (whate'er the gay-deck'd coward prate, 
Whoſe creſt tremendous fcares the ſons of Peace ) 
In him who fights for pay, not love of fight, 

Nor of the cauſe which his bought arm ſuſtains, 
Penſive Compaſſion but diſcerns a wretch, 

When firſt he enters the dread, fateful field, 

A cold, recoiling wretch, that, pale, regrets 
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He eber forſook the ſafe domeſtic ſcene. 

In fancy ſlain by every mortal ſound, 

Lifeleſs he hears the loud exploded deaths, 

And, ere he bleeds, a thouſand wounds endures. 


— 


Ah cruel luſts! wherever ye have lain, 
Lodg'd in whatever boſoms, founts of wars, 
That myriads thus have unrelenting ſent 
From' the ſmooth walks and gentler ſcenes of life 
To freeze with horror amid forms they lothe ; 
While warm with health, to face the lance of 

death, 
Without a cauſe to kindle ſcorn of life ; 
Dire ills to work, where ill to none they with ; 
Harm whom they hate not, whom they know not 
| cruſh, | 
And act the fiend by fury Aid 


And, as nor pain nor terror in his field 
The barbarous warrior knows, but death's dread 
ſtroke : 
Unſhrinking dares, as mercileſs he deals, , 
So nor from Nature's frowns, wherever ſtrays 
His rambling war, by hardening Nature bred, 


. 
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His horny frame unſtringing fickneſs dreads, | 


Flar other fates th' unproſperous ſteps purſue 


Of art-fenc'd Health, when far from genial walls 
And generous food, the tender wanderer ſtrays. 
Sickneſs, ſlow, hlent enemy, aſſails 

Her pining victim; cheerlefsly conſum'd; 

And envying whom the ſword's keen edge deſtroys, | 
That glowing die mid action's madd'ning heat, 
That fudden drop and bid their pains adieu! 
A mournful, ſoul-depreſſing cloſe is theirs ; 
Nor animating tumult round them roars, 


Nor reputation's bubble floats before 


Their cheated eyes, nor fond domeſtic hands 
Difpoſe their pillow, and ſuſtain their head. 
From comfort quite cut off, outcaſt they lie 
From civil life's accommodated couch, | 

From military glory's fancied bed, 

And left to quit the light at once without 

A ſoldier's ſolace, and a man's ſupport, 


Nor to the field is the dire rage confin'd 


Of our ſoft-nam'd contentions, where alone 

The wars that iſſue from the woods are felt, 

Thoſe whom theſe leave behind at home, they leave 
6 0 
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In undiminiſh'd plenty there to dwell. 

The ſons of Nature Nature ſtill ſupplies: 

The war nor drains their waters nor their woods, 
Thins nor their hunted meal nor finny prey. 

But Traffic's ſenſitive and complex web 
Shakes, at the trumpet's call, through all its "PTY 
Nor the domeſtic ſcene, where trade prevails, 


Eſcapes concuſſion *mid the war-ſhook world. 
*Tis agitation all! the quaking ſpreads 

O'er every part] nor finds affrighted Peace 

One firm, unrocking ſpot on which to reſt, 
Amid the tremor of the ſhiv'ring ſcene. 

The city feels the rage that ſtains the field. . 
To tlie connected, ſympathiſing ſphere 

The battle's ſtrokes their dire vibrations ſend. 
There frowns the war in other ſhapes of ill; 
There Famine, hailing the neglected loom 

And poor man's mournful leiſure, while the {word 
Quick mows its victims, ſlowly gnaws her prey. 
To match the ruin of the crimſon'd plain, 
There proſperous fortunes fall, and houſes fink, 
And broken ſpirits bleed, and hopes are cruſh'd: 
Shock follows ſhock ; craſh after craſh reſounds; 
And groan ſucceeds to groan; the wild deſpaii 
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Of them that walk'd in life's moſt flowery ways 
From their fair Eden in a moment ſent 

To wander Poverty's drear, thorny wild, 

Cauſe endleſs ſtreams of generous woe to run 
From gentle Pity's eyes, that ſcarcely wip'd, 
Guſh out again, and yet again are fill'd, 
Repleniſh'd by the troubles as they rife 

In long ſaccefſion to her aching fight : 

While, frequent, burſts upon the ſtartled ear 


The loud exploſion from the tube of death, ' 


Mid the domeſtic ſtillneſs thunder ſtrange 1 
Heart-quailing noiſe ! raiſing preſages dire 
In each miſgiving hearer ! follow'd ſwift 
By boding Friendſhip's dart into the room, 
Pale Horror's piercing ſcream, or ſpeechleſs trance! 
Nor leſs ſuperior agonies attend v3 


The ſocial feelings, where they finer throb 
In cultur'd boſoms, when the ſevering ſword 


Cuts from their twine the life to which they clung. 
Full foon the wounds of coarſer ſpirits cloſe: _ 
One doleful howl the ſavage mourner ſends 


For his flain friends; one loud and piercing ſhriek | 


From female woe, contents the tenderneſs 


Of woman's fonder love: then Grief farewell 
g 5 
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| Then all is joy, for victory is theirs; 

HAuſh'd is each groan; and every tear is dried; Fl 
And frantic ſhout and revelry ſucceed. | if 
Ah! not ſo ſoon the eyes, which battle dims In 
On other ſhores, the tender dews diſmiſs. j 4j 
There tremble long the unexhauſted drops : 1 
The ſtabb'd Affections there bleed copious on 100 
In countleſs breaſts (war's wideſt, deepeſt wounds!) 10 

—W hen the ſtain'd ſword, that drank the precious i 
blood, 1 8 | 0 
That from their own, or the ſame fountain flow'd, 130 j 
Or as their own was dear, hath long been wip'd 15 | 
And to its ſheath return'd—there, memory- bound, 5 | 
Sits mute Affliction in full many a heart, . 
Month after month and year ſucceeding year; 1 i 
And when her garb of woe is worn no more, i ö a 
Still mourns within, with grief that 7 paſſes ſhow.” 7 J 
Since ſuch the foul offence, th enormous crime, 


Gigantic guilt of war, exhauſting all 
Man's powers of ill, that leaves him nothing more 
Of monſtrous to be done, hence is it, ſay, 
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Whence is it, when the martial bands go forth, 
Not to beat back, with righteous yalour nerv'd, 
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The lawleſs breaker into peaceful lands, 
But diſtant men with adverſe eyes to meet, ; 
And blood that flows in veins remote to ſpill; - 
Whence is it, as they paſs, the general eye 
Complacent on the long proceſſion looks? 
Where is the horror of the gazing throng, . 
That choke the ſtreet, or, to the windowsdrumm'd, 
| Thick cluſter there, whoſe theatre of looks 
With placid ſmile the ſpectacle approve ? 

Why is it, that on all the faces round 

No frowns are ſeen ? no pale abhorrence ſpreads? 
No diſcompoſure ſtirs? Whence comes the peace 
On each fix'd countenance fo ſound that ſleeps? | 
Lo! not a brow is knit! nor quits its reſt 

One quiet feature! nor one ſingle eye 

Parts angry light, or wounded ſhrinks away, 
At ſuch a monſtrous ſcene ! a concourſe vaſt . 
Of homicides, thick preſſing on the fight! 
Whoſe train protracted ſatiates, as they paſs, 

E'en eyes, that gaze on ſhows with long delight; 
Each going forth to do that deed accurs'd, - 
| Whoſe ſolitary act, in Fancy's ear, 

Excites the raven: s ſcream ; while the dread ſpot, '. 
Where violated life's hoarſe groans aroſe, , 
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Shows frightful ſhapes to Superſtition's eye; 
And the dire tale, on winter's witching eve, 
In narrower ring the ſhivering circle knits 


Cloſe creeping to the warm, protecting hearth. . 


Where is that thing, whoſe foul deformity 


Dreſs cannot cover from untutor'd man? 7 


Careleſs he looks on all ſurrounding things, 
The knowledge of their ſurface all his lore. 
Doth Error meet him cloth'd in eloquence? 
He claſps the painted hag, and, charm'd believes, 
Tis beauteous Truth that fills his cloſe embrace; 
In the gay purple, which the proſp'rous wear, 
Is Miſery enrob'd? He knows her not, 
With envious eye ſurveys, and deems there Wat 
Felicity before him. Laughs aloud 
Light, vacant Joy? He dreams, Content is there. 
On higher ſtation ſtands a human form? 
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His credulous eyes a higher ſtature own. 

Or doth foul Guilt in fair array appear, 

Grac'd with the ſplendour or of wit or rank? 
He looks and loves and calls her Innocence; 

E'en virtue calls her. But 'tis here, tis here, 

All potent dreſs! in all its magic pow'r, 
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Thy witch'ry on his cheated eve is ſhown. 

Lo! what an ample width of interval, 

In eſtimation's ſcale, he thoughtleſs makes 
Between the ſelf-ſame deed, when unadorn'd, 
Undreſt it ſtands, and ſhows its naked ſhape, 


And when thy drap'ry, Decoration | flings 


Its graceful folds and ſplendid colours o'er it! 


| Stript of its trappings, tis an act ſo dire, 
He, whom allurements ſtrong incline that way, 
When his firſt tendency ſtirs faint within, 
Shrinks from his thought; ſtrives from himſelf 


1 to flee; 


And is afraid to truſt him with himſelf. | 


With violent force he calls his thoughts from off 
So foul a thing, and tries to chain em down. 


Again and yet again the magnet prize, 


Whoſe ſtrong attraCtion draws againſt the terms 
As ſtrongly that repel him, ſpite of all 


His eager ſtruggles from it, to his mind 


; Recurs; renews its hold; repeats its pulls: 
Again and yet again his look returns | 
Jo the dread work by which it muſt be won, | 


Ere his recoiling Reaſon, leſs and leſs 
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That backward ſtarts, as oftener up it goes 

And eyes its fear, with ſlow aſſent complies. 

A deed ſo black, that he who has a heart 

To with it done, and gold a hand to buy, 

Culls from the throng, with penetrating choice, 

A face of ſtone; whoſe muſcles ne'er relax 

Into a ſmile ; whoſe dark, o'erhanging brow, 
Encaves his eyes, that, from their deep receſs, 

Glare like the ſurly lion's in his den. 

A deed, which he who to another moves, 

Knows not to name; “ he has a thing to ſay, 

Which, while he can be ſeen, he cannot ſay, -- 

Full in his face while looks the ſtaring ſun; | 

Which he muſt ſay ſurrounded by the night; 

Which he would ſay without the uſe of ſound, 

Silent infuſe into his fellow's breaſt 

By inſpiration's immaterial tongue; 

Which, with half utterance, he heſitates, 

With an unfiniſh'd voice, unſwell'd with breath, 
Faint, coward tones that fear to paſs the lip, 
Sounds ſo like ſilence, that the hearer doubts 
Tf heard or not ; with ſentences, conciſe, 

Cloſe clipt and ſpare, a frugal, niggard ſpeech; 

* Shakeſpear: King John, 
TS R 
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All prating ſuperfluities left out, 

And iflued none but neceſlary ſounds ; 

Speech bare of words, all hint and ſkeleton, 

In expletives, that plump fleek language out 

Meet for the lips of Pleaſure, all uncloath'd, 

Suited cadav'rous to the ghaſtly theme ! 

A deed, in which the hardier villain's mouth, 

That would th* accomplice hold his words have 
caught, . N 

In his oft back- retreating heart muſt oft 

His rallying ſpirit pour. It is a deed, 

Which when determin'd by a tempted wretch, 

All his dire fund of fortitude in ill | 

He muſt call forth to do, and wind his heart 

As high as it will ſtretch. His choice of time 

He fixes on the hour when. all the world 

Is dead; when with the colour of his act 

Darkneſs accords; and every eye is clos'd. 

* Between his purpoſe and his dreadful ſtroke 

Wild is the ſpace within him: + to the ſcene 

Of his foul action, with light-falling feet, 

Ghoſt-like he glides ; and fancifully dreads 

Leſt ſtrange and myſtic voices rouſe the world, 

And blab the ripening horror. When the blow 

* Julius Cæſar. +. Macbeth, 
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His heav'n-abarfdon'd, hell-urg'd arm hath ſtruck, 
He is afraid to think on what he has done; 
That 'twere undone, is his devouteſt wiſh. 

Of heaven and earth he feels himſelf accurſt. 

With wildeſt ſuperſtition ſeiz'd, he dreads 
That ſupernat'ral indexes will point | 
Their finger to his guilt. Whate'er his gain, 
He finds that Peace and he haye parted, ne'er 
To meet again. *Tis ill for ever with him. 

An horrid ſpectre is before his eyes. 
The grave ſends back again its ghaſtly prey ; 

The ſhadowy reſurrection's grim reproach 

Shakes all the trembling pillars of his foul. 

He ſtarts, when nothing ſtirr'd; —** Who ſpeaks?” 
—he aſks, 

When no one ſpoke ; and mutters things unheard 

With nimble-moving lips that ſend no voice. 

Diſturb'd e'en in the ſtilleſt room he lies; 

Kept by no noiſe awake, no ſleep he finds, 

Or no oblivion finds it. Glad t eſcape 

From ſcaring viſions, ſoon in ſweats he wakes. 

To cheer his midnight hour he muſt have light 
Perpetval at his couch ; the live-long day, 

As clings a drowning wretch to him he holds, 
R 2 
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(Dreading, as doth that drowning wretch the 
e 8 

Heart-whelming folitude) he cloſe aa 

To ſome companion's fide; his hunted ſoul, - 

From the keen terrors that purſue it, ſeeks 

Protection in his preſence ; when there's near 

Nought hoſtile to him fave himſelf, he fears; 

Flees unpurfued; and unſuſpected, reads 

In every eye diſcernment of his crime. 

His life an heavy weight upon him lies 

He can no longer bear; with wither'd look, 

Parch'd by the fever of remorſe, he comes 

A witneſs gainſt himſelf; and refuge ſeeks, 

In the dire executioner, from one 

More dire within ; before his country's bar 

When pale he ſtands, a curious multitude 

The hall of juſtice ſtuff, with hungry eyes 

And gloomy eagerneſs to mark the ſheath 

Of ſuch a monſtrous mind! each line to trace, 

Where Penetration ſeeks to track the path | 

Of aſpeQ-printing ſoul; and every look | 

And motion, with unwearied watchfulneſs, 

Of the prodigious culprit to-deyour ! 
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Vet this ſame act, which e' en thou gh ſingly done, 


If naked ſeen, ſuch ſhuddering horror moves, 
When e&'en on gaſping myriads at a time 

It is committed, yet when it is done 

With all its tinſel on it, with its pomp. 

And robe about it, by a numerous troop _._ 
Whom ermin'd Mightineſs commands and keeps; 7 
Whoſe corporal forms the critic eye approves, 
Select in ſtature, of proportions fair; 

Whoſe trim attire, with nice adjuſtment net, 
5 pure from foil, and bright with ſhowy dies; 
Who to black ſcenes of lurid horror go, 

In holiday and laughing colours deck d, 

Sap, rainbow butchers; who nor hang their bead, 
Nor drop their eye abaſh'd, as on they move, 
But, with a ſwelling cheſt and ſtately port, hs 
That ſtrut to blood; amid the gaping throng, 
With plumy ſummits towering eminent, . 

Tall above men; whoſe weapons luminous 

Hold mirrors to the ſun, return his beams, 

And give the light their ſplendid face receives, 
Doubling the day ; all regularly plac' 1 

In ſyſtem fair and ſymmetry of poſts, 

Amuſive to the eye ; with meaſur'd pace 
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Harthonious moving, timing every ſtep 


In ſymphony of feet; or ſitting proud, 
Mounted on diſciplin'd and fiery ſteeds, 1 5 
Whoſe haughty arch of neck bears high their heads, 


And red, dilated noſtrils ſhoot out ſmoke, 
Panting with gen'rous heats, that ſnort and neigh, 
And reſtleſs paw and champ the foamy bit, 
And high curvet, impatient of the ſteps 

Of grave proceffion's ſolemn pace of ſtate; 


While beauteous banners o'er the moving pomp 


* Unrol their ſilken ſheets, that in rich ſtreaks 
Vie with the morning, and, in eaſy ſtream 


And playful freedom, flutt' ring looſe in air, 

Flirt with the wanton gale; and ſprightly ſounds 
Of rouſing muſic join the gorgeous ſhow, 

The thundering tone of drums, and the keen notes 
Of the ſharp fife, and high inciting ſounds 

Of trumpets that perſuade the thrilling car, | , 
« *Tis honour calls to arms, and the big call 

'Tis heroes that bey: thus proudly cloath'd 
In luxury of dre, with ſuch a ſweep 


And ſwell of regal gown, all over cloak'd 


In every part with amplitude of pall, 
Voluminous diſguiſe ! this ugly act, 
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Foul hag of night, miſhapen, monſtrous thing, 
Abhorr'd and loathſome to the ſenſe of right, 

As to the ſight the ribs of bony Death, 

Or hideous Scylla's womb of barking hounds, 
Fails to diſguſt ; the amiable vice, ; 
Hid in magnificence and drown'd in Nate, 


Loſes the fiend ; receives the ſounding name 


Of Glorious War; and thro' th? admiring throng 


Uncurs'd the ornamented murderers move. 


Law! feeble regent in young Reaſon's place, 
Too young as yet to reign, how ſhort a wing 
O'er human weal doth thy protection ſpread ! 
From rapine and from wrong contracted ſcreen | 
A ſpeck of ſhield, o'er the vaſt ſocial frame | 
That throws a ſpot of ſhade, and leaves the bulk 
Uncover'd to the battle! puny arm! 

Whoſe fairy rod, for tiny Miſchief made, 
E'en him deters not, in his petty ſphere, 


With ſtealing foot to move; while with loud ſtrides | 


Giant Injuſtice walks uncheck'd abroad, 
And braves both earth and ſkies, and ſtrikes ſuch 
blows, ? by 
With his unwieldy, pond'rous, pounding mace, 
Ka. 
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As to the centre ſhake the trembling orb! 
Whoſe limbs enormous no huge magiſtrate 


With mighty graſp arreſts, with maſſy chain, 


Of link prodigious, manacle immenſe, 


Hath pow'r to bind. —If but ſome few life-drops 

Bluſh on the ground, for him, whoſe impious 
hand 

The ſcanty purple ſprinkled, a keen ſearch 

Commences ſtraight ; but, if a ſea be ſpilt, 

But if a deluge ſpread its boundleſs ſtain,” 

And fields be flooded from the veins of man, 


O'er the red plain no ſolemn coroner 
If but one corſe, 


His inquiſition holds. 

With murder's ſign upon it, meet the eye 

Of pale Diſcovery in the lone receſs, * 

Juſtice begins the chace ; when high are piled 

Mountains of ſlain, the large, enormous guilt, 

Safe in its ſize, too vaſt for laws to whip, 

Trembles before no bar. Thus cloſe her ſphere, 

How poor the boaſt of Law ! She wants an eye 

More keen, to find whom, caught, her arm can 
ſcourge; ; 

And in her hand there 99 a Michael: ſword 

Of awpler blade her bulkier foes to mite, 


\ 


| non, 


CIVILISED WAR. 239 


Fell Mountain-Evil, huge, coloſſal fiend, 
Satanic in his ſtature and his might. 


From lawleſs force, look round the world and ſee,” 

Defence how feeble legal force affords ! 

Aſſault and ſelf-reliance for relief | 
Compoſe the ſcene of man. *Tis warfare all! 
Still reign the woods, and ſtill mankind is wild! 
Each hour of life, or wrongs arriv'd require . 
Repulſion bold, or wrongs expected call | 
For ceaſeleſs caution. Fear her forts erects 
O'er all the public, all the private, world. 
Which way we look, fortifications talk 

Of man in danger from his fellow-man ; | 

Of man gainſt man for ever on his guard. 

Lo! o'er each door, each window, of each houſe | 
The traverſe bar! Lo! every cautious land, 

By ocean unencircled, cinctur'd ſtands | f 

With art's munition J each ſuſpicious night, 
Remark its bolted towns ! their gate's thick guard! 
The ſtony mound that folds them in ſurvey ! 
The mural girdle's iterated round! 

Wall within wall; protection intricate ! | 

While water adds its flowing guard, t' afford 
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Fulneſs of ſafety, and ſhut out the foe : 
The wildeſt, felleſt enemy of man 
The lion eminent! the wolf ſupreme! 
Whoſe mighty prowl around the human folds 
Requires an iron pen, a maſſy coop 
To keep him out; and whoſe incurſive craft 
A labour'd, complicate excluſion aſks. 


And is this civil life, where civil lands 
So ſcant a ſum of ſavage violence 
Can lafh within them, while, without them, all 
Againſt each other the barbarian play? 
Where Fraud her conteſts adds to thoſe of Force, 
And wars the city and the field infeſt ? 
Oh! when that voice, which dead confuſion heard, 
Shall human chaos hear? Oh ! when ſhall ceaſe, 
Obedient to its call, this noiſe confus'd 
Of various battle? this continuous din, 


IN; | In war, of claſhing ſteel; in peace (miſcall'd, 

| | Than a ſweet name no more), of claſhing aims? 

Of ſelfiſh intereſts in eternal tilt 

| Contending ? this extended tournament, 
(Making all human life its boundleſs liſt, 

And through all time prolong'd) of private views 
1 8 
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To private views oppos'd; irregular 

Againſt each other ruſhing ; keeping up, 

From age to age, one everlaſting cloud 

And clattet of encounter ; to the friend 

Of init kind preſenting, as he fits 

From the hot combat penſively apart, 

A picture all confus'd of counter paths, 

Each other thwarting with colliſion loud? 

A wildly ſhifting, ever- floating ſcene! 

A ſea of ſinking and aſcending heads, 

Where all is undulation, riſe and fall! 

This, mounted high with plume and ſpear, that 
down, 

Unhors'd amid the trampling, writh'd with pain, 

Biting with bankrupt-agony the ground; 

While ſhouts and groans, in air tumultuous mix'd, 


With harſh A noiſe afflict the ear. 


How long ſhall it be thus ?—Say, Reaſon, ſay, 
When ſhall thy long minority expire? 
When ſhall thy dilatory kingdom come ? 
Haſte, royal infant, to thy manhood ſpring! 
Almighty, when mature, to rule mankind, 


Weak are the outward checks, that would ſupply 
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[ | Thy bridle's place within the ſecret heart. 
j | Thine is the majeſty ; the victory thine, 
8 For thee reſerv'd, o'er all the wrongs of life. 
| 1 Ihe pigmy Rapine, whoſe invaſions vex 
ith The private ſcene, that hides his head minute 
| N 12 ; From human Juſtice, it is thine to end; 
# And thine, the Titan-crimes that lift to heaven 8 
1 Their bluſhleſs fronts and laugh at laws: to thee 
it All might belongs: leap to thy ripen'd years ! | 
[ll Mount thine immortal throne, and ſway the world! 5 
1 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Is the preceding poem I have endeavoured to 
draw a general- picture of the calamities occa- 
ſioned by war. But a general picture is not 
perhaps calculated to produce, upon. the majo- 
Tity of minds, ſo lively an impreflion, as a de- 
tached ſcene of individual diſtreſs. Such a ſcene 
is exhibited in the following little piece; a ſcene, 
which, as it was the actual effect of an exiſting 
war, and bears therefore unequivocally the co- 
lours of truth, I conceived to be no unſuitable 
ſupplement to a performance, which aims to 

delineate, with ſtrict fidelity, the dreadful fea- 
| tures of war in general: a ſubject, which needs 
no help from imagination to rouſe and agitate 
the breaſt : a ſubject, upon which fact ſurpaſſes 
all the powers of fiction, and veracity is poetry. 
While the reader contemplates the image of mi- 
ſery which theſe lines place before him, he has 
only to reflect, that inſtances of ſimilar agony, 
though not all attended with circumſtances of 
equal horror, are more than can be numbered 
in every country that is at war, in order to feel 
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that ſtrong and uncontrolable abhorren-e of this 


moſt heinous of human crimes, which will ſuf- 


fer no man to keep a guilty filence while it is 
perpetrating before him. I have broken mine: 
and while the diſcharge of a duty has ſet my 
conſcience at eaſe, the vent of an indignation it 
could not contain has ſomewhat relieved my 
heart. Let but a few of thoſe, who are able to 
ſpeak with more effect, add their voice, and & the 
flame of ſacred vehemence®*,” which this cauſe 
is adapted to kindle, will be communicated to 
the general breaſt; and they who have been 
hitherto dead in moral indifference, the“ dumb 
things“ in fociety, ** will be moved to ſympa- 
thiſe*,” and find a tongue to reprobate a prac- 
tice, inſufferable to all who are awakened to the 


lighteſt reflection and feeling. 


* Conus. 


O' xx once the haughty baron's houſe of war, 
| Now to a country's dreary Jail decay'd, 
Whoſe ruin frowns on yon tall hill from far, 
| The dead of night had thrown its deepeſt ſhade; 


Hulh'd lay the captive foes of angry law ; | 
Loud clanking chains the ear no longer fill; N 

Oblivion bleſs d the hopeleſs felon's ſtra v; 
And Mis'ry's mad, inebriate mirth was ſtill. 
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But one there was whoſe lids refus'd to cloſe; : 
More greatly curſt, one daughter of Deſpair, 7 
Who wildly thus pour'd forth her lleepleſs woes 
Thro' the deep ſilence of the midnight air. 
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Thou little wretch, that caus'd my keeneſt pain, 
Shalt raiſe thy piteous looks to me no more, 
For food my utmoſt efforts fail'd to gain! 
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Come, kill the mother who her child has kill d= 
Haſte, righteous judges, and avenge the deed ! 


Les, men of juſtice, I've for ever ſtill'd 


The raging famine that I could not feed. 


Death, to thy gate I come at laſt for aid! 

I knock'd at others, and they gave me none: 
I and my babe are periſhing, I ſaid; 

Me and my babe they ſternly bad Begone! 


Friend of the poor] an qutcaſt wretch receive! 
From woes the wealthy will not, thou wilt ſave! 


| Thy kinder hand ſhall all my wants relieve —_ 


No hunger yon us in the eaſy grave. 


No mother o'er her Garein g infant there 
Her empty hands with raving anguiſh wings! 
What was it brac' this heart firch pangs to bear? 
How came ye not do erack, ye iron ſtrings? 


\4 The poor woman,. . Joſt her huſband in the war, and 
having implored relief at ſeveral doors in vain, in the town of Li; 
verpodt, in-a fit of deſperation, took her child (about three years 
old) in the public ſtreet, and daſhed its head againſt the wall: im- 
metiately ſurgical aid was called, but in vain. Upon opening the- 
body of the child, the ſurgeon gave it as his opiniony that its ſto- 
mach had not received food for three days before. The miſerable 
mother is committed ts Lancaſter Caſtle. | 

Taken from the Cambridge Intelligencer, Auguſt 15, 179% 
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Bread ſweeteſt ſuppliant—aſk it not of me 
The laſt, laſt crumb I had, has long been gone: 
Come, ſhall I lift thee up, and let thee ſee, 
That ſhelf thine eager gaze devours, has none 


Oh, take tlioſe craving; cruel eyes away; 

| Look thus at them; who feaſt on ſumptuous fare: 
Vonder they fit — the loaded boards furvey |— 
Oarry thoſe aſking eyes, pale ſufferer, chere. 


Murd'reſs l Tis falſe :=did 7 the murder do 

Say not was I chat ſtain'd the walls with gore: 
Fe hard, unmelting ſons of Wealth, twas you! 
In vain I wept for ſudeour at your door. 


Ye would not let my little cherub live; 
Rocks ye refus d to lend it longer breath: 
A mother gave it all the had to give= 
Gave it a boggar'd mother's bleſſiig—vraTH ! 


Hezv'ns !==how I frove thy ihocent to fave! 

Till my worn fpirit eduld no longer firive ; 

No more endete to hear the breath I gave 

All fpeiit in eres for bread L cculd het ve 
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250 | | WAR ELEGY, 
For three long days my wond'rous patience” bore 
' Thoſe ne'er to be forgot, heart-piercing cries ; | 
Bore to behold the pining looks implore— 
Bore the dumb hunger of the hollow eyes! 


For joy 2 child is born into the world, 

Delirious mother, that her pain forgets!  ' 
Mine out again this hand in mercy hurPd } 

My bounding heart with juſter tranſport beats ! 


Here what but wolves, but fierce deſtroyers dwelbꝰ 
They tore my huſband from my helpleſs ſide, 
And, when the father in their battles fell, 
A little bread his famiſh'd babe denied. 


When Surfeit ſwells while waſting thouſands die, 

When Riot roars amidſt ſurrounding groans, 

Whence ſprings the patience of the quiet ſky? 
What keeps ye filent, ye unruffled tones? = 


Farewel, thou dreary ſcene of want and woe! 
The poor to duſt where hard oppreſſors grind; 
Force ſeas of blood and ſeas of tears to flow, | 

And revel in the torments of mankind! 
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My fellow- victims] that ſo calmly lie, 
Nor join the vigils theſe parch'd eyes muſt keep, 
Forgetful each of all his miſery, 
I alſo, ſound as you, ſhall ſhortly ſleep. 


Fly, my deliverers !/—hither wing your way 


Come, in your robes of beauteous office, come! 


And you, ye brighteſt ſun-beams, deck the day, 
That to her reſt a weary wretch ſhall doom.” 


* 


* 
—— ere. 
2 2 


n 
OOO —— — —— 
r — — — 
3 44 


r 
— 
— i 
Ea — 


— — 


rn 


n 


3 

Saws Mhpoer mie rs „ 

. ALLE en, 
=» . 


2 1 


ERS 
— — — —— 
—— Ton I Ry 


CE ESTES 
— —— 


r 
Hh a) 


FREED 


O _— 


CR 


— 
— 


nn 
2 8 „ w_ * 


H 
— 


— 
— 


— — 7 rr "== 
r 2 N 4 * — 
— — . ” — = 
4 " 
: p . — 
4 : * * 2 , _ * " "a 
n 2 — — „. ” 6 
vt IE" — n 2 ad * - — — 41 K 
— — F < = "4 — N 3 EY ; 3 75 — 
Por . 1 Ne * 7 TP. — Ro 7 * £ 23 
* 1 . 4 
-2 1 8 R Pp a j _” 
3 2 ” 2 r e i * 
hy : Y * 8 em eg 8 N 


— 5 — 4 


* 
1 o 
1 * l 
4 2 


— 2 — 


r 
r 
A. 
— 


2 * - * 
2 Ir 
* NIE") 8 


j 
—— ” 2 * 2 , i [TK 8 © AE 
— — oo _ I RY * — 4 — — — r 
— — (AW my — — ä — — r gan +> won 
2 * * * 1 # : 4 
E Fn 
Set. 


7 
My 
v- 
. 
> $2 
1 
"yt 
1 * 
| FF 
5. 
5 1 
5 
17 
5 
1 
Tt, 
I» 
«<p; 
1'Þ 
* ; 
% \ 
3 
34 + 
* 
4 
77 
4 
| Wi 
C4 13 
1 Wi 
: Bs 
3 
1 is © 
1 bo, 
A 
1 x 
5 4 
* "2, 4 
* 4 
A J ? 
4} 
oY 
- 
1 
IF 
4 
3 


— 7 * oy . . 8 - 
— . ered io —e wm ok — 
... —_— CR 


— 


Rimes, *r > Thy. 
—— ——— 2 4 as 7 E y — 


= 


THE 


ART OF POETRY, 


ACCORDING TO THE 
LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


BY 


Sir STMON SWAN, Baronet. 
WITH ADDITIONS. 


———  —— 


Munus et officium ſeribendi ref? docebo : 
Unde parentur opes: quid alat, formetque Poctam 2 
Quid deceat, quid pon: quo virtus, quo ferat error. 

| Hor, 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


BY THE EDITOR. 


Tun E manner in which che following Poem 
fell into my "EY was this. Being lately 
upon a viſit to the illuſtrious author, at his 
country ſeat, where the polite ſtudies, that 


have been the ornament and ſolace of his life, 


afford a ſerene and elegant delight to the even- 


ing of his days, I had the pleaſure of frequent 
converſations with him upon the fine arts, and 
more eſpecially Poetry ; to which Sir Simon 
profeſſed to have paid his chief attention, and 
upon which I was principally defirous to profit 
by his ſuperior knowledge, being myſelf am- 
bitious of obtaining one little“ ſprig of laurel” 


by the aſſiduity of my court to the Muſes. 1 
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expreſſed my own opinion of the requiſites for 
acquiring the honours of a poet, with the 
warmth of one, eager to recommend hi mſelf 
to the patronage of ſo great, and the eftcem of 
fo wiſe a man; when, judge, gentle reader, of 
my ſurpriſe, to perceive his features gradually 
relaxing into a ſmile as I went on, and, by the 
dime 1 had made an end of my catbufiagic ef- 
fuſion, his ſides actually began to ſhake. Upon 
inquiring into the cauſe of a mirth ſo mortify- 
ing to my pride, he gave me to underſtand, as 
foon as his countenance had recovered its ac- 
cuſtomed compoſure, that my ſentiments upon 
the ſubject in queſtion were exceedingly obſo- 
lete, and that the path to poetical celebrity was 
very different now from what it had been. 
Surpriſed at this intelligence, I begged the * 
vour of him to make me acquainted with the 
new way; that, if F found it paſſable by me, 
I might ſtrike into it, or, if not, might at leaſt 


6257 ) 
eſeape the vexation of unavailing efforts in an 
erroneous direction. He replied, that, having 
been conſulted upon the ſame ſubject hy many 
beſides myſelf, he had been at the pains to draw 
uphis inftruCtiaps in the form af a poem, which 
it had been, his intention to publiſh, but tha 


the indolenge of his nature had hitherto ſuffer- 


ed it to lie quietly in his ferutoize. On my 
teſtifying an eager curioſity to ſee it, he oblige 
ingly put it into my hand. Having zead it 
through, which J did in his preſence, andjac- 
knowledged the complete correction my miſ 
takes had received from it, I could not avoid 
expreſſing my regret that he ſhould have locked 
up ſo much uſeful light; and earneſtly intreat- 
ed him, inſtead of burying it any longer in his 
. drawer, like a lamp in a ſepulchre, to ſuffer its 


4% directive ray *””* to ſtream forth upon the 
path of all benighted travellers in ſearch of 


* Thomſon. 
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poetic fame. To this he anſwered, that he 
was too idle to give himſelf any farther trouble 
about it; that, if I thought it worth my ac- 
ceptance, I was heartily welcome to it, and 
might do with it what I pleaſed. For the uſe 
1 have made of it, I flatter myſelf that I am 
entitled to the warmeſt thanks of all inexperi- 
enced ſtudents of the tuneful art, who may be 
in danger of throwing away their time in; ro- 
mantic aſpirations after the ** mens divinior“ 


and os magna ſonaturum *,“ ſo totally un- 


— - 


neceſſary to their ſucceſs. | 


Horace. 
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Dos thou aſpire to Fame's high fane to climb, | 
And win the ſteep aſcent by favour'd rhime ? | 
Awhile thy bold, ambitious footſteps ſtay, 
And learn from Wiſdom's bearded lips the way. 


To win the awful Cxrric's learned praiſe, 

This fundamental law muſt guide the lays: | 13 
Let letter'd Toil her ſinews chiefly ſtrain,, 
Faults to eſcape, not beauties to attain. 

Small is their number who can taſte delight 

In ſtrength of genius and exalted wit. 

Mot critics, a phlegmatic, icy race, | 


To cold correctneſs give perfeCtion's place ö | 1 
And, when the Nine a prophet's rage inſpire, 
Shrink from the blaze, as fiſhes ſhrink from fire. 1 
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By them the page with higheſt laud is covet 
Where feweſt ſtains, not brighteſt tints, are found: 
Nor can they ſee the ſmalleſt lack of merit 

| | In him, whoſe only fault is want of ſpirit; 
Careleſs of raptures then, correctly write: 

The dulleſt work, if well revis'd, is wit. | | 
Like mother-brutes, long leaning o'er their young, 
With“ neck curv'd backward, and with plaſtic 
| tongue, 

Whoſe lambent touches gently Aroke their hairs, 
Till foft as filk each lubric hide appears; 
Fond turning back, let claffte Labour tis 
Reclining o'er her cub, and long apply 
Her patient love in licking every line, 
Till all lie roundly ſmooth, and in full fleckneſs 

. thine. | 


Would'ſt thou the $EXTIMENTAL tribes en- 
gage, 
To hang enchanted o'er thy * page; 
Although thy ſecret ſoul fhould dance and ſing, 
Blithe as the birds whoſe notes ſalute * ſpring; 


* —illam tereti ca reflexam 
| Mfukeeie altermos, ct corpora fingete lingua. Virb. 
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Though at thy fide mirth's ſportful goddeſs ſtands, 
Along with Nature ſhouts and claps her hands, 


And, breathing all her deity, ſupplies - 

Jeſts to thy lips, and laughter to thine eyes; 
Although, the merrieſt of the Mufe's ſons, 
Thou fing the livelieſt catch to Oxford's gowns ? 
Or dance at Baiæ, gayeſt of the gay; 

Yet, when you write, let ſorrows ſhade the lay! 
Still, i n your fong, a deep dejection wear; 8 
Diſmiſs each ſmile, and pour the tuneful tear: 
Appear ſome wretch, whom cruel ſtars purſue, 
Whom Peace and ſoy have bad a long adieu: 


As deep Deſpair had breath'd it, let the ſtrain, 


In each ſmooth line, harmoniouſly complain. 
Oh ! nought ſo moving as the bard who tells 
Of ſome deep wound his ſtricken boſom feels? 
(Unſeen the roundneſs of his proſperous face 
Its ſleek contentment, and vermilion grace), 
Who, in his lines that querulouſly flow, 
Wears the pale look of intereſting woe ! 


And ſeems, from the keen throbbings of his grief, 


To ſeek, in lenient ſong, a ſoft relief 
Who tells you not, by what peculiar ſtroke 
Of ſtern Adverſity, his peace is broke; 

8 
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But darkly ſings of undefin'd diſtreſs, 

That leaves quick Fancy ample ſcope to gueſs, 
And the drear blank of miſery to fill. 

With ſhapes and hues as diſmal as the will! 
Let others, as their changing moods inſpire; 
With alter'd fingers ſweep the various Iyre; - 
Thou never ceaſe the mournful note to pour, 
Sweet to the lover of the melting hour; 
Who ſooth'd ſhall hail thee, as thy lines he reads, 
The Philomela of the letter'd ſhades : 


Learn next, if ears yoLITE you burn to gain, 
What canons mult dire@ th' obedient ſtrain. 


Let Fancy all her loftier flights forbear, 
And each minuter beauty make her . 
The courtly readers finely ſtructur'd eye 
Sees only coarſeneſs in ſublimity : 
And, all too weak e'en Beauty's form to gaze, 
Let's fairy Prettineſs uſurp her praiſe. 
Like a trim garden ſhould thy ſong appear, 
Nought great or bold muſt find admiſſion there: 
No foreſts ſwell, no mountains pierce the ſky, 
No giant-ſcenes impreſs with awe the eye, 
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But little flowers in niceſt order grow, 
O'er neat parterres, a blooming rareeſhow of 
And flatteſt plots of ſhorteſt graſs be ſeen, 
Smooth as the velvet's fur each downy green; 
Where Toil has all her proofs of patience ſnown, * 
How oft her hand the level plain has mown, | 


And dragg'd her lumbering roller up and down. - 


. Paſſion be ſure avoid: no gentle ear 
The ſhock of aught ſo boiſterous knows to bear. 
Would'ſt thou the truly poliſh'd reader pleaſe, | 
Let him peruſe you at his utmoſt eaſe; 48 
No burſts of ecſtaſy muſt break his reſt ; 

Rude is the muſe that agitates his breaſt : 

His placid ſoul let all your lays compoſe $A 

Oh! ne'er fo roughly uſe him, as to rouſe! 
One peaceful tenour muſt the numbers keep, 
And ſweetly lull him into claſſic lleep. 

Stirr'd by no guſts, let all the unruffled lay, 

In eaſy flow, purſue its quiet way: 

Soft, ſoothing thoughts ſerenely roll along, 
In glib and elegantly languid ſong : 
| Ne'er muſt the headlong ſtream impetuous pour, 
' Ne'er-with the torrent's thundering fury roar ; 
E 
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But ſmooth as lakes the gloſſy numbers glide, 
Without one wrinkle in the poliſh'd tide. 


Bleſt is the bard, when Wiſdom's prompting 
voice IM | | 
To an aufpicious ſubject guides his choice. 


: The courtly favour ſheds its warmeſt beam 
On him whoſe muſe ſelects the eolde/? theme: 


Where, like a winter's ſun, refulgent wit : 
Flings o'er the froſty page a lifeleſs light. 

Oh! ſing not thou, in animated lays, _ 
Immortal Truth's, or radiant Virtue's, praiſe ! 
Such ardent ſplendours dart a ſcorching ray, 
To tender ſight intolerable day! 

In thy more calm and gelid verſe, be ſhown 
The mineral glories of a ſparkling sToxE! 

Or, if thy Muſe the foft ambition move, 

To ſing, in melting lays, the fires of love; 
Paint not thoſe flames, in human hearts that rage, 
And furious war with Peace and Reaſon wage ; 
Such fires as prey d on burning Sappho's reſt, 


Or fiercely glow'd in Eloiſa's breaſt : 


Nor let thy muſe attempt the feather'd loves; 
Too hot a theme . the paſſion of the groves: 
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Oh! let her, in a yet more temperate lay, 
On purer ſexual joys her powers eſſay; 
And ſagely tell, in cool, botanic ſtrains, 
„The amorous tumults in a POPPY's 's veins*1” 
| What though ſome few there are, whoſe ſouls of 
+ © | 
Aſk generous frenſies of the heavenly lyre ; 
Among the flowers, at Fancy's call that riſe, 
Who view her ſnow-drops with diſdainful eyes; 
| The pallid leaf whoſe ſcornful lips accuſe, 
As little good for pleaſure or for uſe; 


In reading the manuſcript in the preſence of fir Simon, when 
I came to this paſſage, I took the liberty of objecting to it, that, 
although the ſubje& of the poem, to which he here alluded, was 
certainly choſen with extraordinary felicity (if the prevailing taſte 
in poetry were ſuch as he repreſented it), yet that the learned and 
ingenious author of it appeared to me to have corrupted the purity 
of diſpaſſionate ſong, and difturbed the ſerenity of the faſhionable 
reader, by an uncommon portion of the baſe alloy of pathos and 
poetic fire. Sir Simon aſſented to the juſtice of my objeCtion z 
and acknowledged that he was far from conſidering that admired 
performance as a model of the ſomniferous poetry, believing that 
no one who had taken it up had been able to enjoy a quiet nap 
over it, on account of the continual recyrrence in it of ſtimulating 
paſſages of a ſingularly pungent nature; and that it was merely | 
the conſummate and matchleſs excellence of the ſubjectꝭ which me- | 1 
zited to be propoſed as an object of equylation to the modern hard. 

A Note * tie 2 
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And ſcarce the icy bloſſoms deign to call, 

Such glowlefs things they think 'em, flow'rs at all, 
Yielding no raptures or to ſight of ſmell, 

Nor rich in ſweets to tore the honied cell, 
Round which the vernal bee ſucceſsleſs flies, 

And joyleſs leaves with light, unloaded thighs? 
Yet heed not thou ſuch critics' heated dreams, | 
Who rave of beauties born of burning themes; 
While poliſh'd crowds, with chaſter taſte, require | 
A placid ſong, and innocent of fire. 

| Let others pant beneath the claflic line, 
Where fierce Apollo's ſultry glories ſhine ; 
Thou hot Parnaſſus? ſun- burnt ſummit quit, 
And woo the Muſe that reigns o'er cooler wit; 
The Muſe that, all Diana-like, retreats ' . 
To ſhady founts that ſhun the ſummer-heats; 
Where a refreſhing chilneſs reigns around, 
And not one gleam of warmth profanes the frigid 


eee ! 


To thee thy Muſe ſhall affluent laurels bring, 
If up ſhe mount on mathematic wing.” | 
Faſtidious Surfeit, tir'd of one dull round, 

Where only ſmiling ſhapes are to be found, 
3 
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Delights to ſee the ſweet, harmonious art, 

A grace to forms, deyoid of grace, impart, ; 

| Suit technic knowledge to the poliſh'd throng, 

Make plaineſt arts look liberal in ſong, > 

Poetic hues on things proſaic lay, 

And bend rebellious themes to Beauty's ſway - 

Let not the landſcape's gay and bloomy ſcene 

Wear, in thy lines, the lovely robe of green ; 

Nor he the crimſon pomp of morn thy theme, 

Nor mellow languiſh of the lunar beam; 

Nor youthful freſhneſs of love-kindling May, 

Nor yellow charms that deck the year's decay: 

From all the forms of Fair avert thy muſe ; 

Without the world of Grace an image chuſe ; 

On that thy powers of decoration try, 

And abſent Venus, in thy ſong, ſupply. 

With clear deſcription let the labouring ſtrain © 

Some curious engine curioully explain! 

Or, *bove all other names thy name to raiſe, -- 

And heat to ecſtaſy the reader's praiſe, - 

Sweep with a daring hand the ſounding ſtring, - 

And the Mecaanic Powess ſublimely ſing | N 

The Wheel and Axis tunefully diſplay . 4 

Balance the Lever in the ſteady lay !> 
1 | 


4 — * — * pe . — 
— Ter 7 x 0 Dre. n 2 1 Ty : 
8 — SED . * = 2 W 25 5 3 9A. .  w -CAL! 2 2 7 
5 > * 4 £ — X * 2 
8 8 FI - - 1 2 ** £27»: — * a * 4 39 3 ad -* — 7 * — 
nnn N _ . — a Freren 7 
3 — „ *. 2 3 


268 ART OF ok TRV. 


Soaring to heights no muſe before e er flew, 
Paint the retentive vigour of the Screw | - 

Thꝰ obſcurer workings of the Wedge rehearſe, _ 
And bid the Pulley lift its weights in verſe 1 
Or elſe reſound, with yet diviner rage, . 
Some complex diagram from Euelid's page „ 
Sheath in mellifluent lines the corner'd ſquares, - 
That the ſharp angles may not hurt our ears: 
Sleek prickly Science o'er with ſilken phraſe, 
Clothe all her points in ſoft alluring lays, 

And ſhow, how Muſic's ſweetly winning pow'r 
© Smooths till it ſmiles” the moſt ungracious lore! _ 


Would'ſt thou to a yet prouder ſummit raiſe 

The ſoft renown of unimpaſſion'd lays, 

Bid the bold frenſy of BURKE's ireful page, 
Lull'd in thy mollient rhimes, forget to rage! 
With notes, whoſe magic rivals Orpheus fame, 
His vigorous rhetoric's tiger-fierceneſs tame 
Their ſnakes ſoft hiſſing, let the Furies wear, 

In thy meek verſe, a mild and lamb-like air! 
There, let the dogs of war attune their throat, 
And bark for blood, with ſmall and puppy note! 


® Mulcentem tiges. Vis. 
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Like * Bottom, child of Shakeſpear's mirthful art, 
Like gentle Bottom, play the lion's part! 
And, leſt the ſound the ladies hearts ſhould quail, 
Roar like © a ſucking dove, or * nightin- 
ple! 


If thy bold muſe be bent to lend ſome zeſt 
To ſtrains that lull the ſlumber- loving breaſt, 
Ambitious ſtill to prove, how ſweetly chimes 
Phrenetic zeal with calm and harmleſs rhimes, 
A furious war let wild, polemic Rage 
With all the letter'd friends of Freedom wage: | 
And with a ſchoolboy's hand, and bigot's fire, 
Strike the deep grumblings of thine angry lyre +! 
In lowlieſt verſe, that humbly creeps along, 
Nor once aſpires to flight, a reptile ſong ; 

Such groveling, ſpringleſs, unexulting lines, 
As court a modeſt fame. in magazines; 4 
Emit a copious tide of rank abuſe : 
With venom arm thy wing-unfurniſh'd muſe: 
Give to the worm of wit the ſerpent's gall, 
And let it hiſs, and bite, as well as crawl. 

* Midſummer Night's Dream. 


+ And with a maſter's hand and prophet”s fire 
Struck the deep fortows of his lyte. Gravy. 
T 4 
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Ten ound deem, no quill can e'er r ſupply 
So ſweet-an eloquence as calumny 

No grace, like foul reproach, adorns a page 
And party, far exceeds poetic rage ! 

Then be the bays, that round thy brows are worn, 
A wreath of poppies mixt with prickly thorn ! / 
As artful « cooks compole a ſavoury diſh, 

By fauce's aid, of taſteleſs eggs and fiſh, 

Strong cenſure ſeaſons thus inſipid lays, 

Pricks the dull taſte, and ſpurs it into praiſe ! ! 
Thou, in this Lent of ſong, a verſe Prepare, 


In acrids rich, of genial flavours ſpare: 

With rancour's ſpice, the mental palate hit, 

A feaſt of ſcandal *mid(t a faſt of wit. 

And (for long rhimes fatigue a coſtive brain? 
Of ſmall dimenſion be the meager ſtrain; _ 
While ampleſt notes, with ſwelling drapery, 
Dreſs the lean ſong, and plumper ſize ſupply ; 
Let Greek and Latin, proudly ſcatter'd there, 
in learned pomp, to charm the ſchools, appear ; 
That e'en thy foes may own, in anger 8 ſpite, 
Thou haſt a power to read, if not to write. 
Laſt, as the maſter-ſtroke to win thee fame, 


In cloud and darkneſs veil thine awful name! 
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That thou, like ſhrouded Junius, may'ſt be ſought, 
Proclaim, like Junius, none ſhall find thee out 

Though in all elfe unlike, with him defy, 
| And, by defying, draw, the curious eye * | 
Thus may a homely Muſe, that luſts to gain 
The Public's love, with ** cheeks of ſorry grain“, 
Force ſome ſmall notice of her, if ſhe try 
This wily trick of letter'd coquetry. 
So, void of beauty's lure, the ruſtic maid | 
Pierces, compell'd to ſhifts, the thicket's ſhade; 
And, to proyake the ſwains to amorous chaſe, 
Tells them they ne'er ſhall find her hiding-place. 
Thus, though thy page erect no lofty rhime,”? 
At leaſt thy perſon may become ſublime. ? 
Sublimity, as critic pens have ſhown, 
Of ſolemn ſhadows loves to frame her throne : 
What moves but laughter, when to view unveil'd, 
Oft ſtrikes with awe, or wonder, while conceal'd: 
Screen'd by the wainſcot, e'en a ſcratching mouſe 
May ſpread alarm thraughout a coward houſe: 
E'en lumbering, eaſtern kings have paſs'd for great, 
Lolling, inviſible, in pillow'd ſtate: 
And, thus, in thee ſhall grand effect be found, 
Wrapt with the majeſty of myſtery round, 

| 4 
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But if, without the aid of wrathful fire, 
To rouſe the placid tribe, thy muſe aſpire; 
One only way there is, in which your art 
May ſweetly agitate the gentle heart: 

Ei en liſtleſs fair ones ſhall from languor wake, 
And o'er the lines with pleaſing terror ſhake, 
If there the lovely tremblers may peruſe 

The harſh, coarſe horror of a GERMAN muſe. © 
Let hideous Superſtition frame the baſe, 

On which-the wildly Anal wle jowraile? 
Let ghaſtlieſt forms; pale ghoſts, and goblins grim, 
Form of your verſe the terrible ſpblime ! 
Paint the dire ſkeleton, uncloth'd with fkin, 
With grave-worms crawling out and crawling in! 
All hell's red torches in the numbers ſhine, 
And fiends on horſeback nne line, - 


„deeper fill in 3 hows 

Where beauties, of this pleaſing luſtre, blaze, 
To help the ſong and make its charm en 
Muſt various other excellencies meet. | 


The firſt and chief, on which the needy verſe 
Leans for ſupport, is excellence of purſe.— © 
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He that on letter d Glory's liſt would blaze, 
Muſt firſt be ſeen to baſk in Fortune's rays. 
In his bleſt pages countleſs charms conſpire, 
Whoſe title-page contains that charm, Eſquire} 
But if, by kings enrich'd, illuſtrious blood 
Roll through the man of rhime its noble flood, 
Heav'ns! in the verſe, what match leſs beauty 

glows! 

What fancy flaſhes ! and what muſic flows! 
Alas! no laurels wait his hapleſs lines, 
In whom no ſplendour but of genius ſhines ! 
Fame's lofty fane, like mighty Cæſar's hall, 
| How loud ſoe'er the knock of Merit call, 
Is clos'd to them a . damag'd coat * that wear; 
For, ah] no damag'd coat can enter there*.”” 
The laurell'd modern is no garreteer, 
Condemn'd to breathe, thro' fractur'd panes, the air; 
Doom'd, for his daily bread, his brains to rack, 
Want in his face, and meanneſs on his back : 
But a fleek, ſilken, powder'd, parlour-bard, 
Whom ſplendid walls from ſkies inclement guard; 
Whoſe eaſy breaſt the ſmiling pleaſures ſooth ; 
| Whoſe path thro” life is, like his numbers, ſmooth : 


* Beattie's Minſtrel, 
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A handſome ſtandiſh ſteeps the favaur'd quill, 
That wooes the willing Siſters of the hill; 
With ready ſteps the tuneful ladies come, 
Proud to be aſk d into ſo fine a room! _ 
Nor verdant Pindus, nor Parnaſſus' ſhades, 
Nor Aganippe's fount, delay the maids. | 
While their trim votary builds his lofty rhimes, 
An elegant undreſs adorns his limbs 
Acroſs a ſumptuous carpet's flowery e 
When ſwol'n with wit, he takes his ampler ſtride! 
Or, while reclin'd he calmly moulds his ſtrains, 
A coſtly defk his penſive weight ſuſtains ! 
While, from his pen as the rich ſtanzas flow, | 
The ſparkling words on gilded paper glow ! 


Jo win the applauſes of the courtly throng, 23 

The Preſs muſt lend its aid to deck the ſong. / 

The printer much improves the poet's praiſe ; 

And ſure the ſtationer ſhould ſhare the bays, f: 

A beauteous ſhape when all the letters wear, 

More beauteous ſtill the words and thoughts ap- 
. 

And when fine writing and fine paper join, } 

Each reader deems the writing ſuper-fine ! 
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Two ſenſes (ſages ſay) together bleſt, 
Lend to each other's joys a livelier zeſt : 
By Delia's ſide if Strephon fcent a rofe, 
He thinks her cheek with lovelier bluſhes glows! 
While at the feſtive board he taſtes the wine, 
Who owns not Dignum's feſtive. notes divine ? 
Euch ſchoolboy reliſhes that apple beſt, 
Which to his eye preſents the ruddieſt breaſt; 
And; when all o'er with golden ſurface ſpread, 
With double glee devours his gingerbread, 
80 when a comely print regales the ſight, 
The ear receives from verſe increas'd delight; 
More ſmoothly ſeems to flow the ſmootheſt ſong, 
When o'er ſmooth leaves the numbers flide along; 
While rough and rumbling runs the hapleſs lay, 
That holds, through « coarſer ſheets, its rugged 

way. 


T' enſure the piece, on ſplendid ſhelves, a place, 
The beauteous numbers beauteous plates muſt grace, 
Clear is the path to each politer heart, 

Let but the graver's back the poet's art: 
For when the pen and ſtyle their ſtrokes unite, 
Who can withſtand the rich, the full delight? 
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Seek not, by-one lone art, your wit to ſhow, 
When you can uſe the utterance of two, 
*Tis not enough, the poet's pictures riſe,  . 
By language colour'd, to the mental eyes . ; 
Each ſager bard, to aid the Muſe's voice, 

Her ſilent ſiſter's eloquence employs, 

When his bright dreams have firſt efſay'd to find, 
By words, a paſſage to the reader's mind, 

Leſt at that entrance they ſhould not get in, 
That they another way may haply win, 

A form more palpable the viſions wear, 

And to the raptur'd eye of ſenſe appear ! 1 

So, in the pretty books, whoſe gilded lid 
Rewards good boys who do as they are bid, 

Soon as each little tale, by letters? aid, 

The hero's worth has happily pourtray'd, 

As happily, his anſwering perſon, put, 

_ Cloſe by the letter'd portrait, in a cut, - 
With upright ſtate, and ſpruce three-corner'd hat, 
Pops on the eye, all opportune and pat 
„See, here he is!” the Muſe of hiſtory cries: 
The infant ſcholar feels his raptures riſe ! 
And, pleas'd from letters to obtain releaſe, 

His gliſtening eyes long faſten on the piece. | 
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When all the ſculptor's magic art is ſhown, 

Age life ſeems breathing in the mimic ſtone, 

When each ſmooth limb with juſt proportion 
. ſwells, 

And beauty's ſelf in each ſweet feature dwells, 

| Though to ſome temperate and abſtemious eyes 

The chiſſel's toil an ample feaſt ſupplies, 

Yet who ſhall count the numbers who opine, 

Imperfect is the ſtatue's faultleſs line, 

And, if twere painted, twould be twice as fine? 


THE END, 
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Page 25, line 3, for penſcve, read fenſile, 
16, —— 12, for bled, read bleed. 
26, — 7, for phantom, read fhadouws. 
235, —— 15, for charms, read chains, 
94, —— 4, for heart, read art. 
»Gr, —— laſt, for fall, read full. 
$36, -—— 22, for and, read to 


217, — 3, dele color. 
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